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A   foot  that    is    shod 


In 


Looks    always   trim    and    neat* 

Best   folks   you'll    find, 

Buy   just   this   kind 

For   ballroom   and   for  street. 


JONES,  x 


JUST   AROUND   THE   CORNER 
GRANITE    STREET,    QUINCY 


When  You  Have  a  Photograph 

Made  on  Diagonal  Linene  Stock 
Sepia,  Buff,  or  Black  and  White 
You  are  sure   of  something   nice 


Ask  to  see  some  at 


PIERCE'S  STUDIO 


Phone  2247-M 


quincy-xalBOT~qu,ncy 

QUINCY'S  LEADING  MEN'S  STORE 

Clothiers 
Hatters 
Furnishers 

SPECIAL  ATTENTION  TO 
HIGH  SCHOOL  BOYS 

TALBOT-QUINCY,  Inc. 


1387  Hancock  Street 


Quincy 


C.  M.  PRICE  &  CO. 


WHOLESALE  AND  RETAIL 


See  tytmn 
Han«fatt«tet0 


WASHINGTON  SQUARE 


WEYMOUTH,    MASSACHUSETTS 


Telephone  340 
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MORE 


V- A- L- U  -  E 
Q-U-A-L-l-T-Y 

FOR  THE  PR  CE 


THERE  IS  THE  COMPLETE  STORY 

Come  to  Us  and   See  our  Values  in  High 
Grade  Footwear  at  $5.00 

BUYING  IN  LARGE  LOTS  FOR  CASH  IS  THE  REASON 

GRANITE    SHOE    STORE 

Quincy's  BIG  Shoe  Store 


CLEANSERS 


WARSHAWS 

Founded  1892 


DYERS 


DRV  CLEANSING  AND  PRESSING 

Men's  Suits,  $1.00  Ladies'  Plain  Suits,  $2.00 

Sport  Coats,  $1.50 

It's  a  thorough  cleansing  process  without  the  use  of  <water 


Main  Office  and  Works: 
2  PROJECTA  RD.,  EAST  MILTON 
Call    Milton    1907 

GLOVE  CLEANSING  DEPARTMENT 


Quincy  Office: 
1503  HANCOCK  ST. 
Call  Quincy  2551-W 


We  carry  a  complete  line  of  First 
Quality  Groceries,  Meats,  Canned 
Goods,  Etc. 

Courteous  Reliable  Clerks 
Auto  Delivery  Service 

p„nNF  f  ADAMS  MARKET  1980 
rnuNL  jso    gU|NCY  MARKET  I  17 

TOY'S 

2  STORES 


Kincaide  Theatre 


Matinee  Daily 
at  2.30  P.  M. 

Same   Program   as  in    the 
Evening 

Changed  Monday  and  Thursday 

2  Hour  Show  for  10c 

Evenings  at  7.45  10c,  15c,  25c 

REGULAR  ORCHESTRA 
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Editorials 

The  Junior  issue  was  a  decided  success  from 
a  literary  as  well  as  a  financial  standpoint. 
Special  commendation  is  due  the  juniors  for 
the  excellent  plan  which  they  initiated  to  boost 
the  circulation.  It  is  hoped  that  the  sophomores 
and  freshmen  will  take  similar  steps  when 
their  number  appears. 


Several  Senior  class  meetings  have  been 
held  in  which  important  business  has  been 
transacted.  It  is  deplorable  that  these  meet- 
ings have  been  so  poorly  attended.  It  should 
be  a  matter  of  concern  to  every  member  of 
the  Senior  class  to  be  present,  especially  when 
matters  pertaining  to  graduation  are  dis- 
cussed. At  almost  all  the  meetings  held  to 
date  only  a  minority  of  the  class  has  been  pres- 
ent.    Since  most  affairs  of  the  class  involve 


every  member,  a  majority  should  be  in  attend- 
ance. The  voice  of  the  class,  not  that  of  a 
minority,  should  be  heard.  Seniors  wake  up ! 
Fill  your  places  at  the  next  class  meeting. 


Quincy  High  has  always  been  commended 
for  its  sportsmanlike  attitude,  not  only  among 
the  players,  but  also  among  the  spectators. 
As  a  whole  the  Quincy  High  supporters  al- 
ways treat  the  visiting  teams  and  the  referee 
fairly.  However,  sometimes  they  temporarily 
forget  themselves  as  was  the  case  in  the  Wel- 
lesley  game.  Seven  fouls  were  called  upon 
the  Quincy  second  team  because  the  players 
left  the  floor  during  the  two  minute  rest.  This 
referee's  decision  caused  considerable  re- 
monstrance among  the  spectators  and  caused 
some  to  yell  in  protest.  In  reality,  the  decision 
was  lenient  as  according  to  rules  the  players 
should  have  been  sent  off  the  floor.  But  with 
the  consent  of  Wellesley  the  players  were  al- 
lowed to  remain  and  the  penalty  of  seven  fouls 
inflicted  instead.  Let  us  remember  that  the 
referees  understand  the  rules  perfectly. 


The  literary  editor  regrets  the  publication  in 
the  Christmas  number  of  the  article  entitled 
"The  Golden  Cob-webs,"  which  was  accepted 
as  being  original  but  has  unfortunately  been 
proved  a   copy. 


Most  of  the  literature  in  the  Golden  Rod 
has  been  prose.  The  poetry  has  been  excel- 
lent but  scarce.  Only  about  fourteen  poems 
have  been  published  so  far,  and  these  have 
been  scarcely  more  than  rhymes.  Most  pupils 
confine  themselves  to  prose  because  they  are 
afraid  their  verses  are  not  good  enough  for 
publication.  Such  ought  not  to  be  the  case, 
for  we  eagerly  accept  poetic  contributions 
and  give  them  careful  consideration.  Dispel 
your  fears  and  submit  some  snappy,  original 
verses  which  we  assure  you  will  not  be  re- 
jected without  examination. 
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Personal  Responsibility 


How  heavy  is  your  load  of  personal  respon- 
sibility? Add  to  it — it  isn't  too  heavy.  For 
every  little  bit  you  may  add  so  much  does  it 
lighten  the  burden  of  "the  man  higher 
up."  This  is  not  only  school  matter ; 
it  applies  all  through  life.  Get  the  habit. 
You  are  personally  responsible  for  the 
appearance  of  the  school.  Watch  for  paper 
and  debris  around  the  building  and  pick 
it  tip;  don't  say,  "I  didn't  do  it."  Another 
thing  along  the  same  line  is  the  appearance  of 
the  desks ;  it  is  not  essential  for  your  peace 
of  mind  and  eternal  happiness  that  you  leave 
some  kind  of  identification  mark  on  each 
desk  you  may  use.  Shoulder  the  responsibility 
for  their  appearance  yourself.  Take  also  upon 
your  hitherto  practically  unburdenced  selves 
the  responsibility  for  the  good  appearance  of 
the  record  sheets  of  the  school.     Get  to  school 


on  time ;  and  get  here.  Do  not  be  absent  ex- 
cept for  most  vital  reasons.  Yours  also  is  the 
responsibility  for  the  success  of  all  school 
activities.  Shoulder  it  with  a  will.  If  you 
can't  play  on  any  of  the  athletic  teams  the  least 
you  can  do  is  to  come  out  and  cheer.  Perhaps 
you  may  excell  in  mental  and  not  physical 
prowess;  then  join  the  Debating  Society,  the 
Latin  Club,  the  German  Club,  or  something 
along  that  line.  Support  the  Golden  Rod  with 
your  best  literary  efforts ;  if  you  are  a  poet,  let 
us  know ;  mayhap  you  are  an  embryo  novelist, 
if  so  write  a  nice  snappy  continued  story  that 
can  run  through  the  various  numbers  of  the 
paper.  Add  to  your  personal  load  the  re- 
sponsibility of  doing  something,  and  doing  it 
well,  for  the  honor  and  glory  of  your  school. 
And  finally,  always  add  and  continue  to  add, 
never  subtract.  A  Contributor. 


"  Who's=Been-Bad-Today  ?  " 


"Who's — been — bad — today?"  The  wind 
whistled  it  round  the  corner.  Bobbie  buried 
his  head  under  the  bedclothes.  "You've — 
been— bad — today !"  The  clock  ticked  it  on 
the  wall.  Bobbie  shut  his  eyes — oh  so  tightly ! 
"Who — z^ho — who's — been — bad?"  The  owl 
outside  the  window  hooted  it.  Bobbie  sat 
straight  up  in  bed,  staring  out  into  the  dark- 
ness.      "You've — been — bad — todav!"       The 


shadows  in  the  moonlight  pointed  at  him. 
"Mama! !.'"  And  then  he  told  her  how  he — 
just  didn't  feel  like  going  to  school  today,  and 
he  was  awfully,  awfully  sorry  he  went  to  the 
movies,  and  would  she  please  forgive  him,  but 
oh  (now  mama  was  sitting  on  the  foot  of  the 
bed  and  the  light  was  on)  the  cowboy  was  so 
brave,  and  he  killed  so  many  Indians.  But 
mama — well — did  she  ? 

J.   HlLDEGARDE  DUCEY  '17. 


The  Senior  Alphabet  of  1917 


A — stands  for  All  in  the  Senior  Class, 

Including  Charles  Hinchon  who  has  a  sweet 
lass. 
B — stands  for  Beaton  the  gridiron  star, 
He  played  with  his  team  till  his  nose  got  a 
jar. 
C — stands  for  Collins  our  principal  grand, 


Who,   in  all  his  lectures,  makes  us  under- 
stand. 
D — stands  for  Desmond  the  West  Quincy  lad, 
He  laughs  and  he  smiles  but  he  never  looks 
sad. 
E — stands  for  Ewertz,  and  I  really  mean  this, 
That  all  of  us  know  that  a  girl  he  did . 
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F— stands  for  Football  in  which  we  excel, 
Le  Cain  and  Fostello  and  others  as  well. 
G — stands  for  Gilliat  who  was  a  half  back, 
He  played  with  a  will  and  no  pep  did  he 
lack. 
H — stands  for  Higgins  the  class  president. 
If  we  said  he's  all  right  you'd  know  what  we 
meant. 
I — stands  for  Ink  just  as  black  as  can  be, 
And  only  for  this  not  a  poem  you'd  see. 
J — stands  for  Jenkins  a  player  of  fame ; 

We'll    always    remember    our    Percy's   first 
name. 
K — stands  for  Kendall  who  acted  his  part ; 
He  played  in  the  show  with  a  great  deal  of 
art. 
L — stands  for  Lincoln  who  loves  all  his  books 
When  home,  all  he  does  is  just  read  to  the 
cooks. 
M — stands  for  Miller  a  senior  of  note, 

An  ex'lent  impression  of  Quincy  he  wrote. 
N — stands  for  Nixon  of  whom  I  will  tell, 
He  can  act  and  play  football  and  study  as 
well. 
O — means  O'Brien  who  drives  a  dump  cart, 
He  likes   his   old  horse  but   he   can't   even 
start. 
P — stands  for  Pierce  a  professor  was  he, 


He  played  in  our  show  just  as  well  as  could 
be. 
0 — stands  for  Quincy  the  name  of  our  high, 
Which  in  June  we  will  leave  and  leave  with 
a  sigh. 
R — stands  for  Robertson,  short,  stout,  and  fair, 
The  girls  are  all  praising  his  soft  locks  of 
hair. 
S — stands  for  Streeter  who  goes  to  Kincaide's, 
He  sits  in  the  dark  with  the  nice  little  maids. 
T — stands  for  Treacy  a  senior  we  know, 

With  beautiful  red  hair  and  eyes  all  aglow. 
U — stands  for  Union  a  thing  we  possess, 

When  we're  without  it  our  work  is  a  mess. 
V — stands  for  Yenna,  the  curly  haired  boy ; 

You  find  him  around  wherever  there's  joy. 
W — stands  for  Wetmore  who  dances  all  night ; 
Yes,  Barry  and  he,  they  dance  till  it's  light. 
X — means  Xlyography,  sloyd  boys  all  know, 
They  carve  out  nice  arrows   and  also  the 
bow. 
Y — stands  for  Young,  little  Richard  is  he 

Who  is  just  as  tall  as  a  large  maple  tree. 
Z — stands  for  Zirlstein  the  end  of  them  all, 
Y  "ho'll  do  a  prize  dance  at  the  Senior  Ball. 
Xow  we  are  through  and  if  your  name  you 
have  read, 
Don't  feel  offended  for  what  we  have  said. 

Johx  Whalex,  1917. 


The  Memories  of  An  Old  Bean  Pot 


A  wonderful  thing  has  happened  to  me ! 
From  my  hiding  place  in  the  deep,  dark  earth 
■ — .     But  that  belongs  to  my  story. 

Many  years  ago  I  was  a  new  and  well  be- 
loved bean  pot.  I  lived  with  a  family  of  fine 
boys  and  girls  and  I  tell  you  I  was  proud  of 
them.  There  were  six  of  them  whose  ages 
varied  from  three  to  sixteen  years.  The  old- 
est girl  was  my  favorite.  She  was  twelve 
when  her  mother  gave  me  into  her  care,  telling 
her  that  she  must  look  after  me  every  week. 
I  will  say  that  she  was  a  credit  to  me.  Two 
years  after  this  the  terrible  Civil  \Yar  broke 
out,  and  the  father  and  his  oldest  son  marched 


away,  leaving  the  mother  and  Margaret  to  look 
after  the  farm  with  the  help  of  the  younger 
ones. 

One  night  Margaret  went  to  a  part}-  with 
a  friend  of  hers.  A  few  hours  later  she 
rushed  into  the  house,  crying,  "Mother, 
mother,  quick!  Hide  everything  of  value  for 
Morgan,  the  raider,  and  his  terrible  men  are 
coming !  They  are  not  more  than  two  miles 
away !  Morgan  is  sweeping  everything  in 
front  of  him  and  plundering  as  he  goes!" 

Swiftly  the  brave  mother  gathered  her  little 
family  together  and  gave  them  quick  but  clear 
orders  what  to  do.     Pollv  must  take  the  colt 
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and  the  mare  down  behind  the  barn,  Margaret  like   Margaret's,   "it  can't  be  that,  but — yes ! 

must   take   grandmother   Bentley's    old   silver  Why  Bobby  it  surely  is  a  bean  pot !     We  will 

and  put  it  into  the  bean  pot,  and  John  must  take  it  to  grandmother." 

bury  the  bean  pot  in  a  safe  place.  The  mother  was  almost  as  excited  as  her 

Rapidly  they  worked,  and  soon  John  had  small  son,  and  soon  I  was  taken  into  a  sweet, 

me  safely  hidden  in  the  garden.     I  heard  the  cheerful  room,  full  of  sunlight  and  fresh  air. 

tramping  of  hundreds  of  hoofs,  the  screams  There  in  the  great  arm  chair  sat  a  dear  little, 

of  the  terrified  children,  and  the  coarse,  brutal  white  haired  old  lady,  her  blue  eyes  alight  with 

laugh  of   a  man,   then  the  thundering  hoofs  excitement  and  joy,  and  a  smile  of  welcome  on 

rumbled  on  and  all  was  quiet.  her  face. 

Eagerly  I  waited,  and  listened  for  returning  "Why,   children,  what  is  the  matter?"  she 

footsteps.     Surely,  John  or  Margaret  would  cried.     What  is  that,  Bobby?     It  looks  like — 

come  for  me !    After  a  while  the  ground  grew  can  it  be  my  old  bean  pot !" 

hard  but  no  one  ever  came.     By  and  by  the  And  then — I  saw  Margaret! 

warmth  penetrated  the  ground,  living  things  Once  more  she  told  the  story  of  my  life  to 

moved  about  me,  but  still  no  one  came.  her  little  audience.     As  she  carefully  fingered 

After  that  many,  many  winters  and  sum-  the  old  silver  and  lovingly  patted  my  sides,  I 

mers  passed  by  and  I  grew  to  like  my  lonely  heard  what  had  happened  since  that  terrible 

"bed,   for  always  there  were  the  memories  of  day  so  long  ago. 

the  past  and  the  knowledge  that  I  was  still  "John  went  as   drummer  boy  in  the  war 

liolding  something  precious  for  my  Margaret,  after  that  day  and  was  killed  bravely  doing 

A  few  days  ago,   right  above  my  head,   I  his  duty.    Although  we  hunted  everywhere  no 

Tieard  childish  laughter  and  the  scratch,  scratch  one  could  ever  find  the  bean  pot  which  my 

of   an   eager   little   dog's    feet,   and   soon   my  brother   buried.      After   the   war   my    family 

handle  felt  the  warm  rays  of  the  sun.    A  lit-  moved.    When  I  married  I  came  here  to  live, 

tie  hand  clutched  the  dirty,  earth  covered  rim  and  here  your  mother  was  born.    After  a  long 

and  tried  to  pull  it  out,  but  the  baby  was  not  while  you  children  were  born  here,  and  now 

strong    enough    and    the    little    feet    pattered  our  little  Bobby  has  found  the  bean  pot  and 

away,  leaving  me  disconsolate.    After  all  was  the  silver  of  your  great,  great  grandmother." 

I  to  be  left  longer  under  the  ground  ?     No,  Everything  is  very  strange,  the  manners  and 

what  was  this?    Whose  were  these  slim,  boy-  customs  of  the  people  especially.    For  instance, 

ish  fingers?     Some  one  had  come  to  see  what  the  other  day  Teddy  came  in  and,  giving  his 

so  rudely  refused  to  come  for  the  baby.  mother-  a  hug,  said,  "Gee,  mother,  that  cake's 

It  seemed  ages  before,  finally,  I  was  lifted  awful  good.    You're  the  best  little  cook  ever." 

high  up  in  the  air,  and  with  a  shout  of  glee  Think  of  it !    I  was  terribly  shocked !    Call- 

f  rom  the  baby  and  the  little  boy,  was  borne  ing  his  honored  and  respected  mother  "the  best 

swiftly  along  to — mother.  little  cook  ever!"     In  my  day  a  boy  was  seen 

"Mother,  mother,"  cried  my  little  rescuer,  and  not  heard. 

"Oh,  Mother,  baby  and  I  have  found  grand-  Times  have  changed,  but  I  suppose  I  shall 

mother's  bean  pot.     See !"  get  used  to  the  slangy,  careless  ways  of  the 

"Bobby  dear,"  laughed  a  young  voice  very  boys   and   girls    of   nowadays. 

Alice  Harrie,  1919. 


Mr.   Roache    (speaking  about  the  battle  of         Mr.  Paulson — A  quart  of  milk  weighs  one 
Five  Forks) — Did  Grant  take  Five  Forks?  pound. 

H.  Ewertz — I  think  he  took  three  of  them.  McFague — It  used  to. 
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Dame  Rumor 

(Virgil) 


Through  the  great  cities  of  Libya,  flies 
Swiftly  Dame  Rumor  through  the  skies. 
And  oh,  such  strength  she  gains  in  her  flight ! 
And  poison  she  acquires  through  the  night. 
At  first,  with  fear,  she  comes  from  her  lair, 
But  later  rises  up  through  the  air. 
She  travels  up  through  clouds  from  the  earth 
And  veils  her  face  to  hide  sinful  mirth. 
The  Gods  had  so  enraged  Mother  Earth, 
That  to  this  creature  did  she  give  birth : 
A  fearful  monster  fleeing  from  light, 
With  winged  feet  and  swiftness  in  flight. 
Her  body  great  contains  countless  eyes, 
By  plumage  covered,  which  pierce  the  skies, 
And  for  each  eye  she  a  busy  tongue  hath, 


With  just  as  many  voices  of  wrath. 
And  in  her  flight  she  pricks  up  the  ears 
Of  countless  men;  yea,  even  old  seers. 
She  whizzes  through  the  darkness  of  night ; 
Through  sky  and  o'er  earth  she  flies  with  great 

might. 
Dame  Rumor  does  not  bring  peaceful  sleep ; 
She  plunges  men  into  restlessness  deep. 
All  day  long  she  hides  in  her  tower 
Awaiting  there  the  dark  midnight  hour. 
She  spreads  the  story  of  the  untrue 
And  seldom  does  she  speak  truth  of  you ; 
And  after  she  your  name  hath  destroyed 
She  laughs  within  and  feels  overjoyed. 

Evelyn  Frances  Luke,  1917. 


John  Maynard,  Pilot 


In  thick  darkness  the  great  steamer  was 
creeping  through  smooth  waters  toward  the 
end  of  her  journey.  The  passengers  and  most 
of  the  crew  were  asleep  in  their  berths.  The 
captain  was  taking  his  well-earned  rest  in  his 
cabin.  On  the  bridge  was  a  pilot,  a  man  named 
John  Maynard,  who  had  left  his  wife  and  son 
whom  he  loved  better  than  his  own  life,  to 
bring  this  great  ship  safely  into  harbor. 

It  was  one  of  those  dark  nights  at  sea  when 
it  is  impossible  to  catch  a  glimpse  of  the  vast 
ocean  through  which  ships  make  their  wav 
Not  a  star  shone  in  the  sky.  The  only  souncis 
in  the  darkness  were  the  grinding  of  the  pro- 
pellers, and  the  deep,  low  murmur  of  the 
smooth  sea. 

So  smooth,  so  gentle  was  the  ocean,  that 
none  could  dream  of  disaster.  But  suddenly, 
a  terrible  cry  arose  above  the  sea — a  cry  of 
"Fire!" 

Suddenly  with  alarming  swiftness  the  flames 
leaped  out.  Gone  now  was  the  darkness. 
Every  face  was  visible.  Every  line  of  terror 
could   be    seen    in   that   glare.      And   another 


sound  was  added  to  the  moan  of  the  sea  and 
the  noise  of  the  propellers — the  roaring  sound 
of  fire  that  leaped  in  a  writhing  cloud  of 
sparks  to  the  sky. 

The  captain  cried  out  in  a  loud  voice :  "Lis- 
ten !  In  ten  minutes  we  shall  have  reached 
land.  It  rests  with  the  pilot.  If  he  can  hold 
on  at  his  post  we  shall  yet  be  saved."  He 
turned  around,  and  called:  "John  Maynard, 
are  you  there?" 

Quickly  the  answer  came  from  the  bridge : 
"Aye,  aye,  sir !" 

In  an  instant,  despair  was  turned  into  hope. 
That  answer  was  so  strong,  so  sure,  and  it 
had  come  so  quickly.  Only  ten  minutes. 
They  would  be  saved !  John  Maynard  could 
see  laughing  women  kissing  their  babies,  and 
fathers  smiling  at  their  sons. 

The  great  ship,  now  a  driving  shape  of 
flame,  cut  through  the  water  at  its  highest 
speed,  racing  against  the  fire.  Would  they 
reach  the  land  in  time?  With  every  turn  of 
the  propellers  they  were  nearer  to  safety;  but 
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with  every  second  the  flames  increased  in 
fierceness. 

What  of  the  pilot?  WTas  he  still  safe  at  the 
wheel  ?  "Can  you  hold  out,  my  lad  ?"  cried  the 
captain.     There  was  no  answer. 

The  passengers  felt  their  hearts  sink.  But 
just  as  they  abandoned  hope,  the  answer  came 
— so  slow,  so  choked,  so  difficult,  that  it  was 
hard  to  believe  that  the  same  man  spoke. 

"Sir,  I'll  try,"  said  John  Maynard. 

Once  more  relieved,  the  thougths  of  the 
passengers  were  presently  turned  from  the 
faithful  pilot,  for  the  lights  on  land  suddenly 
stood  out  before  them.  They  were  saved.  The 
race  against  fire  had  been  won.  Boats  could 
be  seen  cutting  out  to  them. 

John  Maynard,  from  the  bridge,  could  see 
mothers  clutching  their  children  to  their 
hearts.    His  own  little  son  was  asleep  at  home, 


far  away.  With  a  big  sob  his  hand  tightened 
on  the  wheel  and  the  moving  mass  of  roaring 
flame,  which  once  had  been  a  ship  reached  the 
harbor. 

Passengers  threw  themselves  into  the  wait- 
ing boats.  Not  a  thought  was  given  to  the 
pilot.  On  the  sides  of  the  harbor  was  gathered 
a  great  crowd  watching  the  sight  of  a  great 
ship  on  fire  and  urging  on  the  rescuers. 
Scarcely  had  the  last  boat  safely  cleared  the 
ship  when  the  boiler  exploded  with  a  deafen- 
ing roar — and  John  Maynard  was  hurled  into 
eternity. 

Many  men  who  had  stood  on  that  flaming 
deck  remembered  the  look  on  John  Maynard's 
face  as  he  held  to  his  post  in  the  blinding 
smoke  and  the  fiercely  raging  fire,  and  blessed 
him  for  his  heroism. 

N.  W.  Arenberg,  '18. 


Les  Miserables 


How  the  sun  did  SHYNE  on  that  pleasant 
morning  when  Evelyn  said,  MA-HONEY  I 
must  say  good-bye  for  I  am  going  to  seek  my 
fortune !" 

Ah  said  he,  "I  fear  your  love  for  me  is  but 
LUKE  warm." 

And  so  she  departed  wearing  a  TAYLOR 
made  suit,  a  WHITE  hat  and  earring  a 
BAGG. 

Going  along  the  dusty  road  she  murmured 
to  herself,  "I  didn't  think  it  was  HORT-ON 
this  road  and  how  the  leaves  RUSSELL;  they 
almost  frighten  me !" 

Just  as  she  was  beginning  to  feel  very  tired 
a  FORD  came  by  driven  by  a  very  HARDY 
looking  young  gentleman.  Said  the  man  in 
the  machine,  "Where  are  you  going  my  pretty 
maid?" 

"To  MEL-VILLE  age  to  seek  my  fortune  ?" 
"Will  you  take  the  journey  with  me?" 
"Gladly  for  I  am  tired  and  hungry." 
"Your  words  PIERCE  my  heart  and  as  I 
am  about  famished  myself,  why  not  sit  here 


where  nothing  will  MARR  our  enjoyment  and 
eat  a  BEAN  before  going  on?" 

After  eating  this  sumptuous  repast  they  de- 
cided to  go  on  being  FULLER  than  before. 

The  little  car  rambled  along  but  still  the 
town  was  yet  far  away. 

At  last  coming  to  a  fence  which  was  built 
across  the  road  they  were  halted  by  a 
FRENCH  man  who  said,  "The  BROOKS  of 
this  section  of  the  country  are  overflowing, 
therefore  you  can  go  no  further.  ORR  per- 
haps you  might  swim." 

"Oh  why  did  I  leave  home"  exclaimed  Eve- 
lyn now  in  tears. 

Just  across  the  STREET  er  was  an  aban- 
doned house  and  there  they  spent  the  night. 

Awaking  in  the  morning  Evelyn  said, 
"There  isn't  anything  here  to  eat  let's  go  out 
and  see  if  we  can  find  a  BAKER  for  I  have 
a  LINCOLN  penny  to  spend." 

Walking  a  few  blocks  down  the  street  they 
espied    a    small    shop    with    a    sign    over    the 
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door  which  read  WILLIAM  MULLIN, 
"First-class  COOKE." 

"I  don't  believe  it  is  open  yet,"  said  our 
hero. 

"Well  BEAT-ON  the  door  then,"  replied 
Evelyn. 

Knocking  at  the  door  a  number  of  times  the 
proprietor  was  awakened. 


Upon  entering  they  found  it  to  be  a  dry 
goods  store  and  all  he  had  in  stock  was  a 
NEW-COMB.  So  they  left  the  shop  and 
went  on  a  WHELAN  expedition. 

The  last  time  I  heard  from  them  they  said 
they  were  CLAIMING  to  Quincy  soon. 

Clare  Manning,  1918. 


King  Spatsy  of  the  Ink  Bottle  Imps 


One  afternoon  as  I  was  doing  my  lessons, 
I  happened  to  glace  at  my  ink  bottle.  Near 
it  was  a  spot  of  ink  which  I  had  carelessly 
dropped.  I  was  about  to  blot  it  when,  to  my 
astonishment,  the  blot  began  to  grow  until 
it  was  about  the  size  of  a  common  pin.  Then, 
as  I  watched  it  with  interest,  it  began  to  take 
the  shape  of  a  small  black  clown. 

"Who  are  you?"  I  asked  lazily,  wondering 
whether  I  was  dreaming  or  actually,  seeing 
this  strange  creature. 

"Who  am  I?"  he  squeaked  half  angrily  and 
half  astonished,  "why,  haven't  you  ever  heard 
of  King  Spotsy,  the  great  and  only  king  of 
Ink  Bottle  Imps.?" 

I  had  never  heard  of  him  or  his  people  so 
I  asked  him  where  he  lived. 

"Why  you  ignorant  creature,  asking  me 
where  we  live,  the  idea !  Where  should  we 
live  but  in  this  large,  beautiful  palace?"  he 
answered,  indicating  the  ink  bottle.  "For 
drink,  we  have  this  lovely  black  wine,"  and  he 
touched  the  ink  with  a  long  black  scepter. 
"Once  in  a  great  while  for  a  treat,  you  know, 
we  have  this  delicious  food,"  and  he  smacked 
his  lips  as  he  pulled  out  a  long,  black,  inky 
wad  of  paper.  "This  food  is  the  very  best 
and  most  healthful  food  on  earth." 

By  this  time  I  was  quite  interested  in  this 
funny  Ink  Bottle  Imp,  so  I  asked,  "But  how 
can  you  all  fit  in  that  black  bottle?" 

"Black  bottle,  indeed !"  he  cried,  quivering 
with  rage,  "how  dare  you  call  my  wonderful 
home  a  black  bottle?"     You  hateful  human. 


You —  You — ,  here  he  seemed  to  find  no  word 
that  would  be  a  fitting  discription  of  me  so  I 
asked  again,  "But  how,  my  dear  King,  can  you 
all  fit  in  that  palace?  It  looks  rather  small  to 
me." 

"Yes,"  he  snapped,  "it  would  be  small  for 
you  big  people,  but  it's  large  enough  for  us. 
We  live  in  the  lower  part  of  the  palace.  Above 
is  the  Grand  Fountain.  Have  you  ever  seen 
it?" 

No,  I  never  had,  but  by  this  time  I  was 
quite  convinced  that  I  was  very,  very  ignorant 
or  at  least  that  was  what  the  king  thought, 
so  I  did  not  interrupt  again  but  shook  my 
head  slowly. 

He  then  continued,  "Our  rooms  are  the 
most  artistic  and  most  beautiful  rooms  on 
this  earth,  as  you  can  readily  see,  and  when- 
ever we  want  any  of  that  delicious  drink  we 
push  one  of  my  slaves  through  the  trapdoor, 
to  the  fountain,  to  fill  our  glasses.  Then  he 
returns  and,  if  he  has  found  any  of  this  lovely 
food,  we  have  a  grand  feast  to  which  one  or 
two  of  the  lower  class  are  usually  invited. 

"But,"  he  sighed,  "many  a  poor  slave  has 
been  crushed  to  death  by  a  long,  pointed  thing 
that  reached  down  from  the  watch  tower  and 
scrapes  along  the  bottom  of  our  fountain  with 
the  most  terrible  noise  you  ever  heard.  Ugh, 
how  it  frightens  us,"  and  the  poor  king  shook 
until  I  thought  he  would  have  a  fit. 

After  he  had  collected  himself,  he  said 
calmly,  "I  must  go  now,  for  my  people  will 
begin  to  grow  anxious,  but  I  shall  return  to 
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call  on  you  again,  and  I  hope  that  by  that  time  I  hope  that  he  has  not  been  crushed  to  death 
you  will  know  enough  to  respect  my  delicious  by  one  of  those  "long,  pointed  things"  that 
food  and  my  lovely  palace.     Goodbye."  we  all  use  so  often  in  writing,  and,  I  also  hope 

With  a  wave  of  his  black  hand  he  disap-      that   I,   for   one,   have  not  killed  one  of   the 
peared  and  I  have  not  seen  him  since  that  day.      Ink  Bottle  Imps.     Don't  you  ?" 

Lempi  Seppala,  1919. 


Quincy  Higher  Schools 

(Latest  letter  from  Cousin  Nogi  of  special  interest  to  Quincy  High  School  pupils.) 


Dearest  Hashimura : 

Yesterday  morning  go  I  to  Hon.  Quincy 
Higher  School.  I  see  much  exquisite  interest. 
First  go  I  in  little  room  and  saw  mans  do  pen 
motion. 

He  look  up  and  say  what  want  I.  Me  argue 
I  facilitate  to  hear  Hon.  Professor  learn  chil- 
dren. He  dissent  and  call  Hon.  other  Gentle- 
mans  and  tell  him  show  me  stairs  up.  Hon. 
other  Gentlemans  make  bright  face  at  me  and 
are  much  delightfull. 

Hon.  us  walk  to  second  roof  above  with 
much  highness  of  climbing.  Hon.  Accompany 
dictate  what  much  food  are  exhibited  at  re- 
cesse.  "Oh,"  I  demure,  "How  great  goodness 
must  has  the  mouth  supply."  Hon.  He  retort, 
"Exquisite  refinement  of  palate." 

Us  goes  down  to  roof  below  with  much 
quickness  of  speed  passing  much  female  girls 
and  boys  (male)  what  is  laughing  noises  with 


much  delicious  funnyness  of  lip.  We  go  past 
by  room  29  what  had  much  many  prizoners. 
Hon.  guide  declare  much  paregoric-grams  and 
publick  squares  learn  here  hon.  Proresser. 
My  tongue  enjoy  much  disgust  for  memory  of 
paregoric  taste. 

Hon.  Accompaniment  pull  me  to  den  24. 
He  present  me  to  Hon.  female  woman  profes- 
ser  and  present  her  to  I.  Hon  professers  with 
much  quickness  of  speed  set  chair  side  me. 
I  collapse  in  that. 

With  much  quickness  of  tongue  she  com- 
mand, "Ma.  (Marr)  translate  chap  1  in  Sis- 
her-O !"  Hon.  Mr.  Ma.  rise  with  quick  slow- 
ness of  motion.     Him  enjoy  much  trembling. 

Hon.  Ma.  say  much  indignant  words  at  me 
from  book.  Me  evacuate  with  presentlyness. 
I  still  am  in  great  beautiful  rage. 

Hope  you  are  the  same.         Cousin  Nogi. 

Royal  Weymouth,  Class  1918. 


A  Chance 


Terrified  she  stood  on  the  verge  of  the  al- 
most perpendicular  cliff.  Before  her  was  the 
chasm,  far  below  the  rushing  water  of  the 
turbulent  little  stream  whose  bed  was  the 
jagged  bottom  of  the  chasm.  It  was  only 
about  one  hundred  feet  across  the  chasm,  but 
to  her  it  seemed  a  thousand.  At  her  back, 
only  six  feet  away,  was  another  high  perpen- 
dicular wall ;  futher  progress  to  her  left  was 
blocked  by  a  similar  wall.  On  the  fourth 
side  retreat  was  cut  off  by  a  large  black  bear. 


In  this  desperate  situation  stood  Margaret 
Smith,  the  daughter  of  Henry  Smith,  a  new 
settler  in  the  wild  country  of  Kentucky.  She 
had  come  out  on  this  perilous  path  to  explore 
it  and  see  if  it  wasn't  a  short  cut  around  the 
bluff  which  now  hemmed  her  in.  Contrary 
to  her  general  custom  she  had  not  taken  her 
rifle  from  its  holder  on  the  saddle  of  the  pony, 
Dick.  The  bear,  growling,  was  advancing  on 
her  and  in  despair  she  cast  about  for  means 
of  escape.     Suddenly  an  inspiration  came  to 
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her,  and  she  uncoiled  a  rather  short  rope  used 
for  tethering  her  pony,  remembering  that  she 
had  made  it  into  a  lasso  for  catching  her 
father's  cattle.  Almost  out  of  reach  of  the 
rope  there  jutted  out  a  large  rock  on  which  a 
small  wiry  bush  struggled  for  existence.  With 
wildly  thumping  heart  she  cast  for  this  but 
with  a  sickening  feeling  saw  the  rope  drop  be- 
side her  again.  Wildly  glancing  at  the  ap- 
proaching bear  she  hurriedly  cast  again.  How- 
ever, because  of  her  haste,  the  rope  went  far 
wide.  Now  the  bear  rose  on  his  hind  legs, 
growling  savagely,  preparing  for  a  deadly 
rush.  In  desperation  she  realized  this  would 
be  her  last  chance  and,  summoning  all  her 
courage  and  will  power,  she  deftly  cast  again. 
The  noose  rose  gracefully,  rounding  out  as  it 
whirled  through  the  air  and  nestled  around 
the  lonely  bush.  Quickly  pulling  it  tight,  she 
began  to  climb  hand  over  hand  for  the  rock 
with  a  strength  born  of  desperation.  In  a  ter- 
rible rage  the  bear,  realizing  his  prey  was 
escaping,  rushed  furiously  for  her  and  was 
just  in  time  to  rip  a  moccasin  from  her  foot 
as  madly  she  clung  to  the  rope.  After  what 
seemed  an  eternity  and  with  her  breath  com- 
ing in  quick  short  gasps,  she  grasped  the  edge 
of  the  jutting  rock.  Her  strength  was  fast 
ebbing  and  her  head  was  beginning  to  swim, 
but  one  thought  of  below  caused  her  to  strain 
every  muscle  and  heavily  she  pulled  herself 
onto  the  rock.    Then  her  strength  left  her  and 


she  fainted.  When  she  again  regained  con- 
sciousness, the  sun  was  setting  and  the  canyon 
below  was  already  dark.  To  her  great  relief 
the  bear  had  disappeared,  but  in  the  gathering 
gloom  the  canyon  and  path  below  looked  dark 
and  forbidding.  However,  she  realized  that 
unless  she  wished  to  spend  the  night  there  she 
must  hurry.  How  stiff  and  giddy  she  felt  I 
But  the  rope  was  still  there.  By  this  she  care- 
fully lowered  herself  to  the  narrow  path  be- 
low and  looked  around,  half  expecting  some 
lurking  danger.  But  seeing  and  hearing  noth- 
ing she  started  forward,  reassured.  Sud- 
denly a  faint  sound  caught  her  ear,  sending  a 
shiver  of  fright  through  her.  It  must  be  the 
bear  returning,  perhaps  his  den  was  near,  but 
she  was  sure  to  be  discovered.  Glancing  help- 
lessly at  the  dangling  rope  she  decided  she 
would  rather  die  than  try  to  make  that  climb 
again.  With  a  low  moan  of  dispair  she  shrank 
shivering  into  the  furthest  corner  of  the  path. 
Nearer  and  nearer  came  the  sound,  and  the 
nearer  it  came  the  more  puzzled  she  became. 
It  did  not  sound  like  the  muffled  shuffling  of  a 
bear  but  was  a  rythmic  clicking.  Then  a 
sharp  neigh  cut  the  gathering  gloom  like  a 
knife.  With  a  cry  of  joy  she  ran  forward, 
for  she  recognized  it  to  be  the  neigh  of  Dick. 
Never  was  a  pony  more  welcome.  And  her 
rifle  was  there,  too.  An  hour  later  she  was 
safe  at  home,  but  she  never  forgot  that  climb. 

Roy  W.  Ewertz. 


"The  Teacher's  Day" 


Every  small  boy  and  girl  in  the  little  village 
was  wildly  excited,  for  a  new  teacher  was 
coming  to  try  to  manage  the  unruly  mountain 
lads  and  bullies.  With  hostile  eyes,  they 
watched  him  coming  up  the  pathway,  but  in 
these  eyes  there  was  a  glint  of  scornful  amuse- 
ment as  they  thought  of  the  reception  they 
had  planned  for  him.  Jarvis,  the  bully  of  the 
crowd,  was  going  to  make  his  first  day  mis- 
erable. The  next  day  Peter  was  going  to  do 
his  worst  to  discourage  the  teacher,  and  so  on 


through  all  the  class.  Each  boy  was  to  be 
given  a  chance  to  do  his  worst. 

As  he  reached  the  doorway,  the  new  teacher 
spoke  a  few  pleasant  words  to  those  nearest 
him  but  was  answered  only  by  flashing  eyes 
and  sullen  numblings. 

Avoiding  the  teacher's  glance,  the  bully 
stepped  forward,  and,  as  if  by  a  given  signal, 
the  pupils  crowded  close  to  the  walls.  With 
a  quick  pull,  he  swung  the  heavy  door  open 
before  the  teacher.     There  was  a  streak — a 


12 


THE     GOLDEN-ROD 


heavy  thud — the  wild  hoof -beats  of  a  moun- 
tain goat — and  a  huddled  form  at  their  feet. 

There  was  a  shout  of  laughter ;  but  it  ended 
rather  weakly  as  the  teacher  rose  calmly  to 
his  feet,  and  motioned  them  to  the  school 
house  as  if  nothing  had  happened.  All  that 
day  he  taught  with  grim,  determination  to 
try  to  gain  their  friendship,  and  very  much 
against  their  will  they  found  themselves  lis- 
tening with  more  and  more  interest  to  his 
stories  of  the  outside  world  with  its  tele- 
phones and  ships  and  submarines. 

The  next  day  was  Peter's  day,  and  he  cut 
the  legs  of  the  teacher's  chair  so  that  it  col- 
lapsed and  sent  him  sprawling  over  the  floor 
when  he  attempted  to  sit  upon  it.  By  this 
time  the  teacher  had  sensed  the  plot  against 
him.  His  chin  grew  more  determined,  but 
otherwise  he  made  no  sign  of  his  anger.  The 
following  day  the  sulleness  and  stubborness 
of  the  boys  had  driven  him  almost  to  distrac- 
tion when  the  third  conspirator  deliberately 
upset  the  great  bottle  of  ink  all  over  his  desk. 

Then,  in  a  flash,  he  saw  that  the  only  way 


to  manage  them  was  to  frighten  them,  and 
he  went  at  it  with  a  will.  His  fist,  well 
trained  at  college,  shot  out  and  caught  the 
young  fellow  on  the  chin  with  such  force  that 
he  saw  all  the  stars  of  the  universe  revolving 
around  his  head.  Immediately  Jarvis  sprang 
to  the  defense  of  his  comrade,  but  found  that 
his  untrained  strength  was  useless  against  this 
iron-fisted  machine.  Before  long  he,  too,  was 
sight-seeing  along  the  Milky  Way. 

The  teacher  glanced  around  the  room,  but 
saw  only  fear  and  speechless  admiration  in  the 
eyes  of  his  pupils,  "If  any  of  you  fellows  want 
to  learn  how  to  fight,  I'll  be  glad  to  teach 
you.  I  don't  enjoy  knocking  you  out  now,  it's 
much  too  easy.  Anybody  else  here  looking 
for  a  few  black  eyes?" 

There  was  dead  silence  in  the  room  for  a 
few  moments,  then  one  of  the  younger  lads 
screwed  up  courage  enough  to  speak,  al- 
though his  voice  trembled  from  excitement 
and  fear,  "Oh  no,  but  tell  us  some  more  about 
that  boat  that  dives — and  swims  just  like  a 
fish." 

Esther  V.  Bagg,  1917. 


Jack  Frost 


When  autumn  has  fled  and  winter  in  pur- 
suit has  spread  over  the  world,  dullness  pre- 
vails, until,  at  last,  the  frost  spirit  comes. 
Heralded  by  snows,  he  decks  nature  in  her 
loveliest  array.  At  his  best,  the  sprite  adorns 
window  panes  with  intricate  designs.  He  re- 
news the  beauty  of  withered  trees.  Under 
his    influence    earth    regains    its    tranquillity. 


The  merry  shouts  and  laughter  of  rosy- 
cheeked  children,  intermingled  with  the 
tinkling  of  sleigh  bells,  alone  break  the  peace- 
ful quiet.  Rivers  have  tripled  their  beauty 
under  the  guidance  of  Jack  Frost.  The  sky 
is  always  bluest  when  contrasted  with  earth's 
snowy  coverings.  With  such  triumphs  as  these 
"he  comes,  he  comes — the  frost  spirit  comes." 

Priscilla  White,  1917. 


Gafeth  and  Lynette 

Gareth,  the  longest  son  of  Lot  and  Bellicent,  Although  Mrs.  Bellicent  didn't  approve  of 

suddenly    realized   one   day   that   he   did   not  this  latest  edition  of  Gareth's  ideas,  he  pinched 

want  to  hang  around  the  castle  any  longer,  a   couple   of   servants   and   beat  it   for   King 

so  he  conceived  the  wild  and  woolly  idea  of  Arthur's  hangout, 

becoming  a  knight.  When   he   arrived    at   the    city,    the    King 
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didn't  have  any  knight  jobs  vacant,  so  Gareth  through  each  other,  smiled,  tipped  their  caps 

got  a  position  working  for  a  sour-faced  gent  and  rode  on.     Gareth  learned  this  in  a  short 

called  Sir  Kay,  who  kept  a  hash  joint  in  the  time,  and  was  also  soon  very  well  informed 

castle,  and  incidentally  saw  that  the  King  and  on  the  work  of  Knights  who  went  about  re- 

his   Knights   got   their   eats    regularly.  lieving  distressed  damsels,  etc. ;  so  that  when 

Gareth  only  got  $5.00  per  for  this  but  he  a   tall   willowry   dame,    called   Lynette,    came 

said   to   himself,   "I    should   worry,   I'll   stick  rushing  to  the  castle  one  day  and  called  for  a 

around  here  awhile,  and  some  day  I'll  cop  a  Knight  to   accompany  her  home,    Gareth  up 

spear  and  be  a  regular  guy."  and  said,  "Hey  Art,  gimme  the  quest." 

Finally  his  mother  sent  him  a  suit  of  armor  Needless  to  say,  Gareth  got  it,  so,  grabbing 

in  the  latest  style  and,  as  the  King  had  a  va-  his  spear  out  of  the  rack  and  jumping  on  his 

cant   seat  at  the   Round   Table,    Gareth   was  nag  he  rode  along  with  Lynette. 

taken  on  to  the  force.  After  breaking  seven   spears  and   wearing 

In  those  days  when  one  Knight  met  an-  holes  in  a  perfectly  good  suit  of  armor  by  ex- 
other,  there  was  no  "Good  morning  Bill,"  or  changing  greetings  with  those  on  the  road,  he 
anything  of  a  bloodthirsty  nature.  They  just  finally  arrived  at  Lynette's  home,  where  they 
hauled    off    and    rammed    a    spear    playfully  were  married  and  lived  happily  ever  after. 

Frank  Gifford,  '18. 


A  Trip  to  Mars 

Heave  Ho !    We  shot  into  the  air  at  a  ter-  were   awakened  by  a   far  off  howling.     We 

rific  rate,  and  headed  towards  distant  Mars,  started,  only  to,  find  that  it  was  the  Dog  Star. 

All  four  of  us  wore  a  mask  of  my  own  inven-  As  we  shot  by  him  we  begged  him  not  to  be 

tion,  which  enabled  us  to  live  outside  the  at-  too  serious. 

mosphere  of  this  earth.     We  also  carried  a  We    continued    in   this    manner    for    some 

very  powerful  gyroscope  which  made  it  pos-  twenty-eight  days.     On  the  twenty-ninth  we 

sible  to  travel  without  great  danger.  found  ourselves  quite  close  to  Mars  and  soon. 

In  a  minute  we  were  shooting  through  the  arrived  there.  We  were  much  surprised  to 
ether  at  a  rate  so  great  that  I  dare  not  put  it  learn  that  they  expected  us.  They  had 
down,  lest  you  should  fail  to  believe  me.  I  watched  us  leave  the  earth  since  they  had  a 
will  but  say  that  we  calculated  to  reach  Mars  wonderfully  powerful  glass.  We  stayed  there- 
in a  month.  for  a  few  days,  absolutely  unable  to  walk  and 

Soon,  we  felt  an  intense  cold  and  were  con-  feeling  very  queer  since  the  force  of  gravity 

scious  of  being  drawn  to  one  side,  so  we  put  there  was  much  greater  than  on  the  earth. 

on  greater  speed  and  whizzed  by  the  moon,  on  It  may  interest  some  of  you  to  know  that 

which  through  a  powerful  telescope,  we  saw  Mars  is  your  future  world,  for  there  all  men 

something  beckoning  to  us,  but  we  did  not  are  reincarnated.     We  spent  a  good  deal  of 

have  time  to  stop.  time  with  Jullie  (I  mean  Caius  Julius  Caesar) 

It  was  now  well  into  the  night,  so  two  of  and  learned  exactly  how  to  translate  his  book, 
my  chums  went  to  bed  while  Bob  and  I  stayed  since  one  of  us  had  brought  along  a  Caesar, 
up  to  guide  our  craft,  which,  I  neglected  to  (I  am  sorry  to  say  that  Julie  himself  was  fear- 
say,  was  of  our  own  invention.  At  three  fully  stuck  in  his  Fourteenth  Chapter,) 
o'clock  we  were  relieved.  It  was  of  course,  Solomon  was  there  in  all  his  glory,  but  the 
perfectly  light,  so  we  found  it  rather  hard  to  poor  old  boy  was  rather  down  in  the  mouth, 
get  to  sleep,  but  we  finally  dozed  off.     We  since  eight  thousand  of  his  wives  had  been  in 
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a  wreck  and  only  seven  thousand,  nine  hun-     ered  that  school  began  in  another  month,  so 
dred,  ninety-nine  had  survived.  we  launched  ourselves  in  our  plane  and,  sol- 

One  day  we  looked  through  their  glass  at     emnly  promising  to  return  soon,  we  set  out 
the  earth  and,  much  to  our  chagrim,  discov-     through  space. 

Stanhope  C.  Ring,   1919. 


Book  News 


When  the  cold  biting  wind  blows  crisp  and 
snappy,  even  the  hardiest  out-of-doors  per- 
son seeks  refuge  in  a  snug  little  chair  and,  if 
fortunate,  before  a  crackling  fire  place.  There 
wTith  a  red,  blazing  fire  before  him  and  a  box 
of  sweets  beside  him,  a  real  good  book  never 
tastes  better. 

Because  this  is  the  season  of  open  fires  and 
opportunities  to  stay  indoors  and  enjoy  a 
good  book,  the  Golden  Rod  has  seen  fit  to 
add  this  column  which  is  intended  to  bene- 
fit you  and  your  fellow  students.  When  you 
read  a  really  good,  worth-while  book,  tell  us 
about  it  and  perhaps  some  of  the  students  will 
find  out  through  reading  your  impression  that 
that  book  is  just  the  sort  of  a  book  they  have 
.been  hunting  for. 


CHANGING    CHINESE.     A    CONFLICT 
OF   THE   ORIENTAL  AND   WEST- 
ERN  CULTURES   IN   CHINA 


Edward  Alsworth  Ross 


HAREM  LIK 


(Demetra  Vaka — Mrs.  Kenneth  Brown) 


Demetra  Vaka  is  a  Grecian  woman  who 
spent  the  first  years  of  her  life  in  Turkey  and 
later  sailed  to  America  to  receive  an  education 
that  would  enable  her  to  earn  her  living. 
She  writes  of  her  return  to  Turkey,  of  her 
impressions  of  the  people,  and  of  her  visits 
to  the  harems.  This  book  presents  phases  of 
Turkish  life,  characters,  and  customs  of  the 
Turks  and  brings  out  the  peculiarities  of  the 
child-like,  happy  inhabitants.  When  one  reads 
it  one  easily  understands  why  the  author 
is  so  popular  among  the  natives.  The  ac- 
count is  interesting  and  instructive  and  a  few 
of  the  incidents  are  exciting. 

Edith  Olson,  1917. 


It  has  been  said  that  the  longer  one  is 
among  the  Chinese,  the  harder  it  is  to  under- 
stand them.  This  does  not  seem  to  be  true 
of  Mr.  Ross.  Although  the  Chinese  are  a  hard 
subject  on  which  to  write,  Mr.  Ross  has  made 
his  book,  "Changing  Chinese,"  both  interest- 
ing and  educational. 

The  Chinese  are  backward  and  their  pres- 
ent time  is  spoken  of  as  the  European  middle 
ages.  They  are  not  behind  us  intellectually. 
The  author  explains  that  there  will  come  a 
time,  and  that  time  probably  in  our  genera- 
tion, when  China  will  grow  so  fast  in  power 
that  the  foremost  nations  of  today  will  not 
compare  with  her. 

There  are  many  evils  in  China.  The  worst 
of  these  is  the  opium  evil.  Anti-opium  so- 
cieties are  slowly  organizing.  They  have  al- 
ready done  good  work,  especially  in  southern 
China.  The  custom  of  foot-binding  has  hurt 
China,  but  that  also  is  slowly  disappearing. 

Mr.  Ross  must  have  specially  studied  the 
ancestral  worships,  the  degraded  woman,  and 
the  patriachal  authority  of  the  Chinese,  for 
they  are  given  fully  and  in  a  very  interesting 
manner.  There  is  a  very  good  chapter  deal- 
ing with  Christians  in  China  and  what  they 
have  done  to  uplift  the  country. 

Altogether  this  book  is  practical,  educa- 
tional, and  interesting.  It  was  written  by  a 
man  who  knows  China. 

Florence  E.  Tobin,  1917. 
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SHERLOCK   HOLMES 


Conan  Doyle 


The  book  deals  mainly  with  Sherlock 
Holmes'  adventures  as  a  detective — and  a 
marvelous  detective  he  is — written  by  his 
friend  and  participant  in  his  adventures,  Dr. 
Watson.  It  is  written  in  a  way  that  holds 
your  attention  throughout  and  you  can  hardly 
leave  the  book  until  you  find  out  how  Sher- 
lock Holmes  solves  the  mysteries  presented. 

One  of  the  stories,  entitled  "The  Red- 
Headed  League,"  shows  Sherlock  Holmes' 
marvelous  intuition,  if  you  may  call  it  that, 
and  it  brings  in  other  detectives  from  Scot- 
land Yard  who  poke  fun  at  Holmes  for  his 
way  of  solving  a  mystery.  But  they  soon  find 
out  what  a  great  detective  he  is  when  he 
prevents  a  bank  from  being  robbed. 

Although  Holmes  is  almost  too  good  a  de- 
tective in  so  much  as  he  can  tell  what  a  per- 
son's occupation  is,  where  he  has  been,  and 
many  other  startling  things,  yet  the  book  is 
very  interesting  reading.  At  the  end  of  each 
story  Holmes  tells  Watson  how  he  cleared  up 
the  mystery,  and  this  explanation  is  doubly 
interesting  to  boys  who  aspire  to  be  detectives. 

Henry  Carlson,  1918. 


MRS.  GASKELL  AS  A  PORTRAYER  OF 
LIFE  AND  MANNER 


In  her  book  "Cranford,"  Elizabeth  Gaskell 
shows  her  remarkable  ability  in  portraying 
the  life  and  manner  of  a  people.     She  makes 


her  Cranford  so  true  to  life  that  one  can, 
even  after  reading  only  a  few  pages,  picture 
to  himself  what  kind  of  a  village  it  is. 

First,  Mrs.  Gaskell  proves  to  the  reader  that 
Cranford  is  really  a  spinster's  town,  and  she 
shows,  especially  by  the  events  relating  to 
Captain  Brown,  how  man  is  out  of  place 
there.  Then  she  brings  out  the  fact  that  it  is 
aristocratic  life  that  she  deals  with,  showing 
the  many  oddities  and  little  prejudices  of  the 
society.  For  instance,  in  a  vein  of  kind  humor, 
she  dwells  upon  the  fact  that,  as  most  of  the 
characters  are  people  of  relatively  small 
means,  they  have  formed  an  unwritten  law 
that  the  display  of  wealth  is  vulgar,  and  that 
frugality  as  well  as  daintiness  must  be  prac- 
tised at  all  social  affairs.  Again,  when  Mrs. 
Jamieson,  the  recognized  social  leader  of  Cran- 
ford, refuses  to  sanction  the  marriage  of  her 
Lady  cousin  to  Mr.  Hoggins,  and  cuts  her 
socially,  until  their  misunderstanding  is 
patched  up,  Mrs.  Gaskell  shows  their  preju- 
dice against  marriage.  On  the  other  hand, 
whenever  she  does  bring  common  people  into 
her  story,  Mrs.  Gaskell  shows  no  distinction 
of  classes,  but  portrays  them  as  simple  and 
honest  men  and  women. 

Her  work  brings  out  not  only  the  noble 
points  of  the  characters,  but  also  explains 
their  peculiarities,  making  us  love  the  char- 
acters in  spite  of  these  oddities  of  their  na- 
ture. Thus,  she  portrays  the  town  and  char- 
acterizes its  people  in  so  excellent  a  manner 
that,  after  reading  her  masterpiece,  one  can 
not  help  trying  to  read  her  remaining  works. 

Harry  Diamond,  1917. 


THE  CORRIDOR  GHOSTS. 


As  I  went  from  room  28  to  room  23  this 
morning,  I  saw  hiding  in  the  corridors  many 
ghosts  of  days  which  have  passed.  Oh !  if  I 
had  only  seen  those  ghosts  when  I  was  a 
Freshman,  how  different  my  school  record 
would  have  been.  My  studies  were  so  easy 
for  me  then.     If  I  had  only  applied  myself 


more  diligently  to  my  work,  how  much  better 
a  foundation  I  would  have  had.  If  some  good 
fairy  had  only  come  to  me  and  told  me  that  as 
we  sow  so  do  we  reap,  how  thankful  I  would 
be  now.  Perhaps,  however,  even  if  I  had  been 
warned  I  would  not  have  heeded,  for  I  thought 
myself  very  learned  then.  Oh !  could  I  but 
banish  the  ghosts  of  days  gone  by. 

Ellen  Leigh  Taylor,  '17. 
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Billy  West's  Choice 


On  a  dark  and  dismal  night  in  the  latter  part 
of  January,  Billy  West  could  have  been  seen 
sauntering  along  the  main  street  of  the  little 
town  of  Ridgeley,  his  hands  in  his  pockets, 
whistling  snatches  of  several  different  songs 
in  an  effort  to  drive  away  thoughts  of  study 
which  awaited  him  on  his  return  to  the  school 
he  had  just  left.  He  had  secured  permission 
from  Doctor  Talbot,  the  Head,  to  leave  the 
school  till  nine  P.  M.  in  order  to  perform  a 
few  errands  for  himself. 

Up  ahead,  standing  in  the  rays  of  a  lighted 
window,  were  two  outlines,  one  of  which  he 
recognized  as  Harry  Fisk,  the  big  forward  of 
the  varsity  basket  ball  team.  All  season  he 
had  been  the  mainstay  of  the  team  and  was 
one  of  the  very  best  forwards  ever  developed 
by  Ridgeley.  West  could  not  make  out  who 
Fisk's  companion  was.  He  was  about  to  cross 
the  street  to  join  them  when  something  queer 
in  their  actions  arrested  his  attention.  After 
looking  in  both  directions  they  turned  sud- 
denly and  dived  into  the  doorway  of  a  nearby 
building. 

That  building  was  a  saloon  ! 

West  was  thunderstruck.  Fisk,  varsity  for- 
ward, who  was  the  school's  main  reliance  in 
the  great  battle  on  the  morrow  with  Pine 
Ridge,  their  deadly  rival,  entering  a  saloon  on 
the  eve  of  the  game.    What  were  his  reasons? 

Billy  crossed  the  street  and  looked  but  Fisk 
was  not  among  the  row  of  men  at  the  bar. 
He  went  around  one  side  of  the  building  and 
through  a  window  in  the  rear  he  saw  Fisk  and 
his  companion  seated  at  a  table  talking  ear- 
nestly. Fisk's  companion  he  immediately  rec- 
ognized as  Hogan,  one  of  the  town's  disrepu- 
table characters,  who  almost  always  had  a  bet, 
one  way  or  the  other,  on  Ridgeley's  athletic 
contests.  Then,  all  at  once,  Hogan's  plan 
dawned  on  West's  brain.  To  get  Fisk  out  of 
condition  the  night  before  the  game  and  then 


bet  on  Pine  Ridge !    It  was  a  clever  little  game. 

Then  a  struggle  commenced  in  West's  mind. 
Why  not  leave  Fisk  there?  He  was  easily  led 
or  he  would  not  have  been  there.  All  season 
West  had  been  Fisk's  understudy  at  forward 
and  to  leave  him  there  meant  that  he,  West, 
would  get  in  the  big  game,  that  he  would  win 
his  coveted  "R"  ami- would  bring  glory  to  him- 
self. Why  shouldn't  he  do  it  ?  No  one  would 
know.  Then  the  honor  in  the  boy  surged  to 
the  fore.  This  was  not  loyalty  to  his  school. 
And  finally  disgusted  with  himself  for  enter- 
taining such  thoughts  he  began  to  plan  to  get 
Fisk  out. 

It  was  too  late  to  go  for  help.  What  was 
to  be  done  must  be  done  now.  He  thought  a 
moment  and  then  chuckled  to  himself.  A  mo- 
ment later  he  had  thrown  a  rock  through  the 
window  and  was  yelling  "Fire !  Fire !"  at  the 
top  of  his  voice.  At  this  sudden  interruption 
the  two  at  the  table  leaped  up.  Throwing  up 
the  window  Billy  yelled,  "This  way  Harry, 
this  way."  Fisk  came  piling  through  the  win- 
dow, Hogan  following.  An  angry  mob  was 
collecting  at  the  front. 

"Now  you  come  with  me,"  said  Billy,  "and 
hurry." 

So,  cutting  through  the  fields,  Fisk  pro- 
testing all  the  way  and  wanting  to  know  what 
it  all  meant,  they  finally  reached  the  school 
yard.  And  there  West  explained  and  soon 
Fisk's  dull  mind  caught  onto  the  fact  that  in- 
stead of  telling  him  about  Pine  Ridge  plays  as 
Hogan  said  he  would,  he  was  trying  to  get 
him  out  of  the  game.  Thereupon  he  promised 
a  licking  for  Hogan. 

All  through  the  big  game  Billy  sat  on  the 
side  lines  taking  no  part.  He  saw  Fisk  win 
the  game  for  Ridgeley  and  saw  the  mob  go 
nearly  crazy  over  him.  But  a  few  days  later, 
when  Fisk  let  the  cat  out  of  the  bag,  Billy  too 
was  a  hero. 

Edward  Taylor,  '18. 
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SCHOOL  NEWS 


DEBATING  CLUB 


SCHOOL 


The  question  for  the  debate  January  3  was : 
Resolved,  that  national  prohibition  should  be 
adopted,  beginning  with  the  year  1918.  The 
debaters  were:  (affirmative)  Nicholson,  Wey- 
mouth, and  R.  Ewertz ;  (negative)  Johnson. 
The  decision  was  given  to  the  affirmative.  The 
question  decided  upon  for  January  31  is :  Re- 
solved, that  track  and  hockey  should  take  the 
place  of  baseball  and  basket  ball  in  the  Quincy 
High  School.  The  debaters  on  this  question 
will  be:  (affirmative)  Cummings,  Mullen,  an-d 
Walters;  (negative)  Gesmer,  Baker,  and 
Keyes ;  reader,  Dimmick.  A  committee  con- 
sisting of  H.  Nixon,  Mahoney  and  Walters 
was  appointed  to  arrange  for  an  entertainment 
to  raise  money  for  the  club. 

The  club  met  January  17  in  Room  13.  The 
debate  was  over  the  question :  Resolved,  that 
there  should  be  compulsory  military  training 
for  boys  between  the  ages  of  eighteen  and 
nineteen,  and  they  shall  be  liable  to  service 
during  the  four  years  following.  The  disput- 
ants were:  (affirmative)  Bailey,  Newcomb, 
and  H.  Nixon;  (negative)  Carlson.  Carlson 
won  the  decision  by  his  fine  debate.  The 
question  accepted  for  February  14  is :  Re- 
solved, that  our  coast  defences  should  be 
strengthened.  The  debaters  will  be:  (affirma- 
tive) Diamond,  Blake,  and  Peterson;  (nega- 
tive) Dimmick,  Markham,  and  Higgins ;  read- 
er, Marr.  The  Nominating  Committee  sub- 
mitted its  report,  a  second  ballot  was  chosen, 
and  the  final  election  will  be  held  January  31. 
The  majority  of  the  members  adjourned  to 
Emmanuel's  after  which  Hon.  H.  Peterson 
was  "jugged"  as  reported  below. 

A  committee  consisting  of  Messrs.  Lundin, 
Johnson,  and  H.  Nixon  has  been  appointed  to 
arrange  for  some  interscholastic  debates. 


A  meeting  was  held  in  the  Hall,  Monday, 
January  8.  Mr.  Collins  instructed  the  boys  not 
to  use  the  north  basement  stairs  before  or 
after  school  but  to  use  the  Butler  Road  stair- 
way instead.  He  also  said  that  the  boys  are 
not  to  use  the  Butler  Road  door  when  going 
home.  The  pupils  were  told  to  notify  the 
office  of  any  change  of  address.  The  snow  on 
the  roof  was  the  next  subject  of  discussion 
and  the  school  was  informed  ( ?)  that  a  large 
mass  of  the  aforesaid  substance  might  inflict 
severe  injury  on  some  unfortunate  and  inno- 
cent pupil  if  care  were  not  taken  to  look  up 
when  danger  threatened.  (Save  J.  L.  M.  and 
H.  P.  from  such  a  fate!)  Mr.  Collins  also 
discouraged  the  further  printing  in  the  Golden 
Rod  of  articles  tending  to  "knock"  Quincy, 
Urging  the  pupils  to  "boost"  always  instead  of 
"knocking." 


The  school  met  in  the  Hall  Monday,  Janu- 
ary 15.  Mr.  Collins  informed  the  members 
of  the  athletic  teams  of  the  school  about  the 
rule  made  by  the  Mass.  High  School  Athletic 
Association  that  a  student  must  be  passing  in 
three-sixteenths  of  the  work  required  for  a 
diploma  up  to  one  week  of  the  contest  in  which 
he  is  to  take  part.  Those  pupils  staying  over 
dismissal  time  were  told  to  stay  in  Room  1 
or  in  some  room  where  there  is  a  teacher 
present. 

PETERSON  SEIZED 


Surrounded  by  Our  Policeman.     Stout  Limb 

of  the  Law  Makes  Thrilling  Arrest 

after  Long  and  Heroic  Struggle. 


(By  H.  Bailey,  Special  Reporter) 
Close   onto   midnight   of   January    17,    our 
noted  citizen,  the  Hon.  Henry  Peterson,  was 
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seized  by  an  officer  of  the  law  after  entering 
Emmanuel's  Ice  Cream  Parlor.  It  happened 
in  an  unusual  way  and  it  quite  surprised  the 
public,  for  never  before  in  the  annals  of  our 
era  has  Mr.  Peterson  been  involved  in  any 
such  affair.  Everyone  at  first  could  not  be- 
lieve the  report  and  thought  a  great  mistake 
had  been  made,  but  Mr.  Peterson  readily  as- 
serts that  he  was  the  guilty  one  and  declares 
that  Quincy's  financier,  Harry  Diamond,  fur- 
nished bail  for  him  and  states  that  the  case 
will  be  arranged  July  4. 

Mr.  Peterson  had  been  with  quite  important 
company  earlier  in  the  evening.  The  company 
consisted  of :  President  Gesmer,  President 
Marr,  President  Keyes  of  the  Knock-Out 
Club,  A.  T.  Baker,  owner  of  Quincy's  Fish 
Business,  H.  Diamond,  the  financier,  Sir  H. 
Nixon,  Percy  Oscar  Jenkins,  John  "Luke" 
Mahoney.  and  others.  According  to  them, 
after  the  regular  meeting  of  the  Debating  So- 
ciety, they  adjourned  to  Emmanuel's  and  sang 
for  a  while,  after  which  they  left  the  place, 
Mr.  Peterson  vanishing  suddenly. 

On  investigating  it  has  been  found  that  Mr. 
Peterson  carried  only  a  little  ice  cream  away 
with  him  when  he  left  Emmanuel's. 

The  public  at  large  extends  their  heartiest 
wishes  that  Mr.  Peterson  be  acquitted  and  it 
is  certainly  felt  that  he  will  find  and  bring  to 


light  some  evidence  by  which  he  may  be  freed. 
(Editor's  note)  For  some  cause  or  other, 
the  police  stationed  himself  outside  Emman- 
uel's door  when  Peterson's  associates  began 
singing  inside.    There's  a  reason! 


Here's  to  the  artist  who  draws  those  pic- 
tures on  the  blackboards  up  at  the  lunch  coun- 
ter. They  say  that  a  near-sighted  freshman 
tried  to  pick  off  one  of  the  nuts  in  a  cornu- 
copia. 


A  new  shower-bath  has  been  installed  at  the 
corner  of  the  hall  near  Room  3  which  serves 
to  dampen  the  spirits  of  thirsty  freshmen. 


1917. 


At  a  meeting  after  school  January  8,  a  Class 
Song  Committee  was  chosen.  It  consists  of 
Hildegarde  Ducey,  George  Prout,  and  Mary 
McCue. 

A  Senior  Dramatics  Committee  was  ap- 
pointed January  12.  It  is  composed  of  Wil- 
liam Mullen,  Gilbert  Fox,  and  Hugh  Nixon. 
Miss  O'Neil  has  been  chosen  to  coach  the 
play  "Charley's  Aunt."'  Here  it  should  be  said 
that  the  SENIOR  CLASS  MUST  GIVE  ITS 
FULL  SUPPORT  to  make  the  play  a  success. 

Hugh  Nixon,  News  Editor. 


Heard  in  Chemistry. 

Teacher — "Now,  girls,  the  name  of  this 
chemical  can  never  be  changed,  no  more  than 
I'd  change  my  name  or  you'd  change  yours, 
er — er,  but  you  may  change  yours  sometime." 
—Ex. 

Her  Admission. 

He — "Do  you  believe  in  preparedness  ?" 
She — "I  wouldn't  mind  being  in  arms." 

Fresh — "Why  is  your  neck  like  a  type- 
writer?" 

Soph — "Because  it's  Underwood." — Ex. 


TJiis  Concerns  You! 

Remember  in  class  one  day  last  week 
That  joke  which  you  said  couldn't  be  beat? 
Did  you  jot  it  down  and  send  it  in? 
If  vou  didn't,  you've  committed  a  terrible  sin! 

—Ex. 


Teacher — "Who    wrote    Milton's    Paradise 
Lost?" 

Pupil— "I  don't  know."— Ex. 

Teacher — "Now  we  will  sing,  'How  Can  I 
Leave  Thee' — in  five  parts." — Ex. 
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ALUMNI  NOTES 

We  are  favored  in  this  issue  of  the  Golden  surrounded  by  eucalyptus  trees.    It  is  the  gift 

Rod  with  an  article  by  Miss  Mary  Oliver,  who  of  Mr.  Randolph  Hearst  and  is  a  representa- 

was  formerly  a  student  in  Q.  H.  S.,  and  now  tion  in  detail  of  the  theatres  of  ancient  Greece, 

attends  the  University  of  California.  The  seating  capacity  is  eight  thousand,   and 

yet    sometimes    the   theatre    is   overcrowded ! 

THE    UNIVERSITY    OF    CALIFORNIA  It  is  here  that  such  great  occasions  as  com- 

mencements    and    university    meetings,    take 

The  University  of  California  is  situated  in  place.  The  theatre  is  also  used  for  plays,  con- 
Berkeley,  a  city  about  ten  miles  from  San  certs,  and  rallies  (some  of  which  I  shall  de- 
Francisco  and  not  very  much  larger  than  scribe  later).  One  of  the  good  things  about 
Quincy.  the  Greek  theatre  is,  that  no  matter  where  you 

The  Campus  is  very  beautiful  at  all  times  sit,  you  can  always  see  and  hear  plainly  what- 

of  the  year.     It  consists  of  several  hundred  ever  is  going  on  on  the  stage, 

acres  of  gently  undulating  land  and  has  for  its  The  enrollment  in  the  University  is  almost 

background  the  foothills  of  the  Coast  Range,  five  thousand  and  consists  of  both  men  and 

All  over  the  grounds,  grouped  in  picturesque  women.     There  are  over  six  hundred  profes- 

groves  around  the  buildings,  are  trees  of  all  sors  and  instructors.     Every  one  of  these  is 

kinds :  eucalyptus,  palm,  pine,  and  many  others  needed,  for  the  studies  are  many  and  varied, 

which   have   foliage   in   all   seasons.     Besides  The  subjects  are  organized  under  a  system 

several  museums,  there  are  about  thirty  build-  of  units ;  one  unit  usually  represents  one  hour 

ings,    distributed    over    the    campus    without  of  work  a  week  for  one  half  year,  and  each 

any  special  plan  of  grouping.     They  are  quite  student  usually  carries  sixteen  units  per  half 

far  apart,  so  far  apart  that   (as  it  has  been  year.     However,  this  amounts  to  more  than 

estimated)    the    average    student    walks    five  sixteen  hours  of  work  a  week,  for  besides  the 

miles  a  day  going  to  and  from  classes.    How-  lectures    or    recitations    there    are    discussion 

ever,  this  is  partly  due  to  the   paths  and  roads  meetings  and  laboratory  work.     One  of  the 

which  wind  in  and  out  among  the  groves,  over  great  differences  between  the  work  here  and 

rustic  bridges,  and  around  lawns.     We  have  that  in  Quincy  High  is  that  the  year  is  divided 

several  new  buildings  in  the  process  of  con-  into  two  equal  parts  called  semesters.     One 

struction.       The    two    most    important    are  semester  begins  in  August  and  ends  in  Decem- 

Wheeler   Hall,    which   is   to   replace   the   old  ber  and  the  other  begins  in  January  and  ends 

North  Hall,  and  a  chemistry  building.    These,  in  May.     At  the  beginning  of  each  semester 

together  with  the  addition  to  the  library,  will  we  register  and  sign  up  for  classes.    Our  pro- 

greatly  improve  the  appearance  of  the  campus,  grams  for  one  half  of  the  year  are  likely  to  be 

Two  of  the  things  on  the  campus  which  are  altogether  different  from  those  of  the  other 

very  interesting  are  the   Campanile  and  the  half.    If  we  wish,  we  may  take  a  subject  from 

Greek    Theatre.      The    Campanile    is    a    bell  August  to  December  and  then  discontinue  it 

tower  of  white  granite  and  marble,  three  hun-  but  receive  credit  for  it ;  or  we  may  begin  a 

dred  and  two  feet  in  height,  and  visible  from  subject  in  January  and  finish  it  in  December 

a  great  distance.    The  view  from  this  tower  is  of  the  same  year  or  discontinue  it  in  May. 

beautiful,  but  as  space  is  limited,  I  shall  not  Of  course  we  receive  twice  as  much  credit  for 

attempt  to  describe  it  here.  a  year's  work  as  we  do  for  a  half  year's  work. 

The    Greek   theatre   is   an   open   air   audi-  We  have  final  examinations  in  both  December 

torium  lying  in  the  hollow  of  the  hills  and  and  May. 
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I  shall  turn  now  to  a  subject  which  may  in- 
terest yon  more  than  what  I  have  already 
said,  and  that  subject  is,  the  college  life.  Let 
us  just  skim  through  a  freshman's  first  semes- 
ter at  U.  C.  First  comes  registration  day,  one 
grand  day  of  hustle,  bustle,  and  confusion. 
You  can  imagine  how  a  poor  little  unsophisti- 
cated freshman  feels  on  a  day  like  this,  but 
somehow  or  other  one  manages  to  go  through 
the  "red  tape"  of  registering.  She  finally 
finds  herself  under  the  care  of  a  senior  girl  in 
cap  and  gown  who  acts  as  her  advisor,  not 
onry  on  registration  day,  but  throughout  the 
whole  year.  Many  times  does  a  freshman  girl 
have  cause  to  be  grateful  that  she  has  a  senior 
advisor  to  help  her  out  of  her  difficulties. 

Most  of  the  time  the  first  few  days  are 
spent  in  running  around  the  campus  trying  to 
find  lecture  halls  and  class-rooms,  posing  over 
circulars  of  information  and  so  on,  but  it  is 
not  long  before  the  freshman  begins  to  settle 
down  and  get  used  to  the  routine  of  college 
life. 

Hazing  the  freshmen  is  the  favorite  pastime 
of  the  sophomores,  the  first  few  weeks.  The 
freshman  boys  spend  most  of  their  time 
scrubbing  down  steps,  pulling  wagon  loads  of 
triumphant  sophomores  around  the  campus, 
acting  like  infants,  and  doing  whatever  else 
the  sophomores  direct  them  to.  The  girl  stu- 
dents are  not  submitted  to  such  cruelty,  but 
have  the  privilege  of  standing  by  and  watch- 
ing their  classmates  suffer. 

In  the  early  part  of  the  semester  come  the 
rallies,  which  are  held  in  the  Greek  theatre. 
The  two  most  important  are  the  "Freshman 
Rally"  and  the  "Pajamarino  Rally."  They 
are  somewhat  alike.  A  huge  bon-fire  is  built 
in  the  middle  of  the  Greek  theatre  and  while 
the  fire  crackles  and  roars,  the  air  rings  to  the 
tune  of  "All  Hail  Blue  and  Gold"  or  "Rah! 
Rah !  Rah !  for  California."  Stunts  are  per- 
formed on  the  stage ;  the  classes  vie  with  each 
other  to  see  whose  stunt  will  win  the  most  ap- 
plause, and  college  spirit  is  at  the  highest  pitch. 
The  Freshman  Rally  is  especially  to  welcome 
the  freshmen,  while  the  Pajamarino  Rally  is  of 


a  more  general  character.  To  be  admitted  to 
ithe  Pajamarino  Rally  the  men  students  have  to 
wear  pajamas — hence,  the  name. 

Besides  these  there  is  the  annual  Foot-ball 
Rally  which  precedes  the  big  game  with  Wash- 
ington. Excitement  displays  itself  for  days 
before  this  game,  but  especially  on  the  night 
before.  On  this  night  the  sophomores  camp 
all  night  at  "Big  C"  to  guard  it.  (Big  C  is 
a  giant  golden  letter  painted  on  the  side  of 
one  of  the  hills  near  the  campus.  On  the  night 
before  the  game  it  is  illuminated  and  diligently 
guarded  by  the  sophomores.) 

Speaking  of  foot-ball  brings  me  to  the  sub- 
ject of  athletics.  There  are  so  many  different 
athletic  organizations  that  everyone  can  be 
suited  in  that  matter.  Every  freshman  is  sup- 
posed to  sign  up  for  some  athletic  activity 
and  he  or  she  has  a  good  many  to  choose  from. 
The  boys  have  foot-ball,  base-ball,  basket-ball, 
tennis,  crew,  ice-hockey  (the  ice  hockey  games 
are  played  at  one  of  the  ice-palaces  in  San 
Francisco),  track,  fencing,  and  a  few  others. 
The  girls'  sports  are  basket-ball,  base-ball,  ten- 
nis, track,  crew,  swimming,  fencing,  and  field 
hockey.  Inter-class  and  intercollegiate  con- 
tests are  frequently  held. 

There  are  many  other  activities  including 
language  clubs,  honor  societies,  fraternities 
and  sororities,  Y.  M.  C.  A.  and  Y.  W.  C.  A., 
religious  organizations,  debating  and  other 
literary  societies,  the  different  publications, 
and  others  too  numerous  to  mention.  With  all 
these  activities  any  freshman  can  find  just  the 
kind  of  work  or  play  he  or  she  likes,  and  no 
one  can  have  any  excuse  for  having  all  work 
and  no  play. 

With  games,  rallies,  meets,  teas,  dances, 
and  what  not  sandwiched  in  between  examina- 
tions and  hard  work,  time  flies  by  and  the 
end  of  the  semester  conies,  bringing  with  it — 
finals. 

Although  I  am  still  and  always  shall  be  a 
loyal  Bostonian,  I  can  honestly  say. that  there 
are  many  fine  things  about  California,  and 
one  of  the  finest  is — its  university. 

Mary  E.  Oliver,  ex.  '16. 
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Howard  Cantley,  '13  has  a  position  with  the 
Fleischman  Yeast  Co.,  San  Francisco,  Cali- 
fornia. 

Ellen  Bergfors,  '15  is  taking  the  Normal 
Course  at  Burdett  College. 

Caroline  O'Neill,  '15,  has  entered  Sargeant's 
for  her  second  year. 

Mary  Bradley,  Jennie  Gi'bb,  Ruth  Leavitt, 
Ruth  Reynolds,  and  Mary  Shyne,  all  of  the 
class  of  1915,  are  seniors  at  Bridgewater 
Normal  School. 

Amanda  Butman,  '16,  is  taking  the  Com- 
bined Course  at  Burdett's.. 

Matilda  Bishop,  '16,  is  studying  at  Bryant 
and  Stratton's. 

Cecil  J  ay  cox,  '16  and  Foster  Taylor,  '16, 
are  attending  Boston  University. 

Carroll  McTear,  '16,  is  a  student  at  Went- 
worth  Institute. 

Frances  L.  Ward,  '16,  is  studying  at  Notre 
Dame  Academy. 

"Bill"  Welsford,  '16,  is  a  freshman  at  Tufts. 

Margaret  Buzzell,  '17,  has  moved  to  Beach- 
mont  and  now  attends  the  Revere  High 
School. 

Isabel  Wragg,  '17,  now  makes  her  home  in 
Barnstable,  Mass.,  and  attends  the  Barnstable 
High  School. 

Lawrence  W.  McPherson,  '15,  is  connected 
with  the  Stone  and  Webster  Engineering  Cor- 
poration. 

Valerie  Clifford,  '16,  is  a  stenographer  at 
the  Wollaston  Pneumatic  Scale  Co. 

Herminie  Germain,  '16,  works  in  the  office 
of  the  Braintree  Observer. 


Mildred  Podbury,  '16,  is  staying  at  home, 
continuing  with  her  music. 

James  Kinniburgh,  '16,  is  taking  a  course  at 
Burdett  College. 

Robert  Pope,  '16,  is  working  at  the  Webster 
and  Atlas  Bank,  Boston,  and  attends  the  Bos- 
ton Y.  M.  C.  A.  Evening  School. 

Marion  Sullivan,  '16,  has  a  position  as  pri- 
vate secretary  with  the  Masse  Specialty  Co., 
Boston. 

Florence  Wetmore,  '16,  is  the  dentist's  as- 
sistant at  the  Quincy's  Schools'  Dental  Clinic, 
Coddington  School. 

Kenneth  MacLennon,  '18,  is  associated  with 
the  A.  J.  Jackson  Co.,  Boston. 

The  engagements  of- the  following  alumni 
have  been  sent  to  the  editor:  Marion  New- 
comb,  '12,  and  Pitt.  Robinson,  '11;  Winifred 
Cole,  TO,  and  Charles  Kendall,  TO;  Carrine 
Radcliff,  '12,  and  Henry  Welsh,  '08. 

William  Northrup,  '10,  and  Olive  Crocker 
of  East  Braintree  were  married  January  17, 
1917. 

Helen  M.  Lord,  '15,  and  Arthur  Peterson 
were  married  January  22,  1917. 

Arthur  Blake,  '15,  William  MacMahon,  '15, 
and  Henry  Erickson,  '16,  of  "Tech",  Harold 
Baker,  '17  of  the  Wollaston  Pneumatic  Scale 
Co.,  and  Marion  Snow  and  Martha  Robinson, 
both  of  the  class  of  1914  and  of  Radcliffe, 
were  visiting  Q.  H.  S.,  January  30,  1917. 

Mildred  M.  Diack, 

Alumni  Editor. 


He  (ardently) — "I  press  my  suit  on  bended  First   Pupil — "I   thought  you  took  algebra 

knee."  last  year." 

She  (icily) — "Haven't  you  an  ironing  Second  Pupil — "I  did,  but  the  teacher  en- 
board?" — Ex.  cored  me." — Ex. 


A  Modern  Playlet. 
Act       I— Maid  one. 
Act     II— Maid  won. 
Act  III— Made  one.— Ex. 


Student  (making  fifth  attempt  at  translat- 
ing)— "Er — ah,  er — er,  I  forgot  that  word, 
er — er — er,  I  couldn't  get  any  sense  out  of 
that  sentence,  er — aw,  I  didn't  do  it." — Ex. 
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We  gratefully  acknowledge  the  following 
exchanges  although  few  in  number. 

Review — Lowell,  Mass. 

Jabbcnvock — Girls'  Latin  School,  Boston, 
Mass. 

Enterprise — Roxbury,  Mass. 

Echo — Winthrop,  Mass. 

Clarion — Everett,  Mass. 

P.  /.  H.  S.  Flyer — Presque  Isle,  Maine. 

Junto — Easton,  Pa. 

Marion  High  School  Survey — Marion,  Ind. 

Stetson  Oracle — Randolph,  Mass. 

Polytechnic — Troy,  N.  Y. 

Comments 
We  find  a  page  of  excellent  cuts  in  the  Echo. 
The  editorials  are  also  well  written. 

A  table  of  contents  is  "among  the  missing" 
in  the  Enterprise. 

The  Jabberwock  is  a  well-arranged  paper, 
but  we  would  suggest  a  table  of  contents.  We 
always  find  pleasure  in  reading  such  fine  edi- 
torials. 

We  would  suggest  an  alumni  column  for  the 
Reviezv.  They  have  a  fine  selection  of  jokes 
and  cuts. 

Anna  Cremins, 
Exchange  Editor. 


JOKES  FROM  EXCHANGES 


Ridiculum  Dicta 


Puer  ex  Jersey 
Icus  ad  school 

Vidit  in  meadow 
Infestum  mule. 


Ille  approaches 

O  magnus  sorrow ! 
Puer  it  skyward 

Funus  tomorrow. 
Moral 
Qui  vidit  a  thing 

Non  ei  well  known 
Est  bene  for  him 

Id  reliqui  alone.— Ex. 

Son:  "Papa,  what  do  you  call  a  man  who 
runs  an  auto?" 

Pa :  "It  depends  on  how  close  he  comes  to 
hitting  you." — Ex. 

Listen,  my  children,  and  you  shall  hear 
Of  a  bunch  of  freshies  who  had  no  fear, 
One  of  these  infants,  as  bold  as  brass, 
Erased  the  work  of  a  Senior  class. 
Another,   who   was   noted   as   a   professional 

tease, 
Made  a  vow  never  a  Junior  to  please. 
More  of  these  infants  thought  they  had  a  right 
To  treat  Sophomores  very  impolite, 
And  all  upper  classmen  who  want  to  be  game, 
Will  tame  those  Freshmen,  and  tame  them  so 

tame, 
That  our  names  will  rest  in  the  hall  of  fame. 

Ex.    ' 

Heard  in  Freshman  Room. 

"Oh,  girls,  do  you  want  to  see  something 
swell?" 

"Yes,  yes,"  came  in  a  chorus. 

"Well,"  giggled  the  Freshman,  "Put  a 
sponge  in  water." — Ex. 
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History  Teacher :  "What  is  the  highest 
building  in  the  world  and  tell  why?" 

Girl :  "The  library  because  it  has  the  most 
stories  in  it." — Ex. 

"Tempus  fugit,'  says  the  Roman, 
Yes,  alas,  'tis  fleeting  on. 
Ever  coming,  ever  going, 
Life  is  short  and  soon  is  gone, 
But  as  I  think  of  next  vacation, 
Poring  o'er  these  lessons  huge, 
Ever  harder,  ever  longer, 
All  I  say  is  "let  him  fuge."— Ex. 

The  Exchange  Editors 
The  Editors  work  both  day  and  night, 

Till  the  tips  of  their  fingers  are  sore; 
Yet  someone  is  bound  to  say 

"That's  stale — I've  seen  it  before." — Ex. 

For  boys  only   {read  backwards)  : 
"Didn't  you   if  girls  be  wouldn't  you   this 
read  would  you  knew  we." — Ex. 

Pupil  (reciting)  :  "Franklin  was  appointed 
a  member  of  the  Committee  to  frame  the  Dec- 
laration of  Independence." 

2nd  Pupil :  "Didn't  he  sign  it  before  he 
helped  to  frame  it?"- — Ex. 

Freshman:  "What  is  this,  madam?" 
Waitress :  "It's  bean  soup." 
Freshman :  I  don't  care  what  it  has  been, 
I  want  to  know  what  it  is  now." — Ex. 

Teacher  (in  Virgil  class)  :  "Only  the  gods 
could  drink  unadulterated  wine  without  be- 
coming inebriate.' 

Pupil :  "That  accounts  for  the  ruddy  glow." 

—Ex. 

Teacher — "Why  do  the  leaves  turn  red  in 
the  fall?" 

Clever  Pupil — "They're  just  blushing  to 
think  how  green  they  were  in  the  summer." 
—Ex. 


Teacher:  "Can  'kiss'  be  declined?" 
Fair  student :   "I   don't  know,   I  never  de- 
clined one." — Ex. 

Little  dubs  of  freshmen, 

Little  chumps  of  sophs, 
Make  life  mighty  tiresome, 

For  the  poor  old  profs. — Ex. 

Latin  is  a  dead  language 

As  dead  as  it  can  be ; 
It  first  killed  all  the  Romans, 

And  now  it's  killing  me. — Ex. 

When  a  fellow  pulls  his  watch  out, 

With  a  blush  upon  his  face, 
You  can  always  guess  correctly, 

There's  a  maiden  in  the  case. — Ex. 

Just  a  little  bluffing, 

Lots  of  air  quite  hot, 
Makes  a  recitation, 

Seem  like  what  it's  not. — Ex. 

Heard  in  the  Corridor. 

Monotony— "Hey,  'Billy'  Sunday  lost  $2,000 
last  night." 

Despair — "How  so?" 

Monotony — "He  was  talking  in  his  sleep." 
—Ex. 

Teacher — >"I  suppose  you've  read  all  of 
Shakespeare's  works,  Miss  — ." 

Student — "I  think  so,  unless  he's  written  a 
pew  novel  within  the  last  year." 

Instructor — "How  dare  you  swear  before 
me." 

Learner — "How  did  I  know  you  wanted  to 
swear  first?" — Ex. 

She — "How  clean  the  horizon  is." 
He — "Yes,  I  just  swept  it  with  my  glance." 
—Ex. 

Anna  L.  Cremins,  Exchange  Editor. 
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OUIXCY  13,  READING  25 


QUINCY  31.  ROCKLAND  7 


Tanuarv  6.  1917.  Ouincv  lost  its  first  league 

■J  J  «->■•  -  o 

game  of  the  season  at  Reading  by  the  score 
of  25  to  13.  The  game  was  bitterly  con- 
tested all  the  wav :  Ouincv  had  the  edge  in  the 
first  half,  leading  10  to  6.  In  the  second  half 
the  Reading  boys  displayed  a  superior  brand 
of  passing  and  shooting  and  ran  the  score  up 
to  25.  This  is  the  first  game  Ouincv  has  ever 
lost  to  Reading. 

Between  the  halves  the  Ouincv  seconds  de- 
feated the  Reading  seconds  in  a  hard  fought 
game.  


OUIXCY  14.  WINTHROP  8 


January  9.  1917,  Ouincv  rose  to  the  oc- 
casion in  the  second  league  game  and  humbled 
the  YVinthrop  team  in  a  fierce  contest.  The 
game  was  replete  with  brilliant  playing  on 
the  part  of  our  boys  and  incidentally  was  the 
first  contest  that  Quincy  has  won  from 
YVinthrop  on  the  latter's  floor.  Ouincv  started 
with  a  rush,  scoring  before  Winthrop  knew 
what  was  happening.  Our  boys  kept  up  a 
hot  pace  throughout  the  whole  game  and 
greatly  surpassed  Winthrop  in  passing.  Every 
member  of  our  team  outdid  himself  ;  Mullen 
and  Walker  broke  up  the  Winthrop  play  time 
and  time  again,  while  the  forwards,  Jenkins 
and  LeCain,  and  Capt.  Desmond  far  out- 
played their  heavier  opponents. 

The  Quincy  seconds  lost  to  Winthrop,  32 
to  13. 


January  12,  1917.  Quincy  journeyed  to 
Rockland  and  won  a  one-sided  game  by  the 
score  of  31  to  7.  The  out  of  bounds  rule, 
which  was  unfamiliar  to  our  team,  was  in 
force  and  handicapped  our  boys  in  the  first 
half.  In  the  second  half  they  hit  their  real 
stride  and  scored  ten  goals.  Jenkins  and  Le- 
Cain secured  seven  and  four  goals,  respec- 
tivelv. 


OUIXCY  18.  TUFTS  '19  15 


January  15,  1917.  Quincy  scored  its  first 
victory  at  home  over  the  Tufts  College 
sophomores.  The  Quincy  seconds  started  the 
game  and  were  easily  outclassed  in  the  first 
half ;  however,  when  the  first  team  was  put 
in.  Tufts'  lead  was  cut  down,  and  at  the  end 
of  the  game,  Quincy  was  in  the  lead.  Jenkins 
excelled  for  Quincy.  Willard  Crocker,  cap- 
tain of  Quincy's  1915  team,  did  most  of  the 
scoring  for  Tufts,  caging  four  baskets  and 
and  three  goals  from  fouls.  Tufts'  quarter- 
back, Teffrew,  also  played  in  the  game. 


OUIXCY  16,  WELLESLEY  10 


January  17,  1917.  Quincy  defeated  Welles- 
ley  in  a  fast  game  on  the  home  floor  and 
thereby  moved  into  second  place  in  the  league 
standing.     The  game  was  replete  with  thrills 
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and  showed  Quincy  at  its  best.  Wellesley 
played  more  of  an  individual  game  and  lost 
many  tries  at  the  basket.  Desmond  led  in  the 
scoring  with  four  baskets.  Quincy's  backs 
performed  yeoman  service. 

The  Quincy  seconds  won  their  game  by  the 
score  of  30  to  13.  It  was  an  even  tussle  in 
the  first  period,  but  in  the  second  and  third 
periods,  Quincy  opened  up  and  overwhelmed 
Wellesley.  Lozowick  starred  with  nine  bas- 
kets. 


OUINCY  20,  NATICK  4 


January  23,  1917.  Quincy  won  its  fifth  con- 
secutive victory  by  defeating  Natick  at  home. 
Quincy  was  unable  to  make  much  headway 
during  the  first  period,  since  Natick  employed 
the  unusual  style  of  playing  the  man  instead 
of  the  ball.  In  the  second  and  third  periods 
Natick  was  unable  to  score  a  basket  while 
Quincy  rolled  the  score  up  to  20.  All  the 
Quincy  boys  played  well,  particularly  Beaton, 
who  scored  three  baskets  in  succession. 

Between  the  periods,  the  juniors  defeated 
the  sophomores  in  a  close  contest,  which  went 
into  extra  periods  before  the  juniors  nosed 
out  winners,  15  to  13. 


Wellesley  Quincy 

Hughes,  rf  lb,  Mullen 

Williams,  If   rb,  O'Brien 

Chase,  If 

McCabe,  c c,  Desmond 

Keese,  rb If,  Beaton 

Ryan,  lb rf,  LeCain 

Score,  Wellesley  12,  Quincy  9.  Goals  from 
floor,  Keese  2,  Hughes  2,  McCabe,  Desmond 
2,  LeCain.  Goals  from  fouls,  McCabe  2,  Mul- 
len 3.  Referee,  Thompson.  Scorers,  Mansur 
and  Welch.     Time  15m.  and  10m.  periods. 

The  second  team  showed  a  complete  rever- 
sal of  form,  and  was  unable  to  score  a  basket, 
losing  9  to  0. 


HOCKEY 


QUINCY  0,  MILTON  12 


QUINCY  9,  WELLESLEY  12 


January  26,  1917.  Wellesley  turned  the 
tables  over  Quincy  at  Wellesley  and  won  in 
one  of  the  best  games  of  the  season.  The 
game  was  fiercely  contested,  both  teams  be- 
ing quite  evenly  matched.  However,  Quincy 
felt  keenly  the  absence  of  two  of  its  regular 
men,  Jenkins,  through  illness,  and  Walker. 
The  score  was  tied  at  nine  at  the  end  of  the 
regular  periods  and  necessitated  overtime 
periods.  Hughes  of  Wellesley  scored  the  de- 
ciding goal  in  the  last  two  minutes  of  over- 
time play ;  McCabe  made  a  goal  from  foul. 
The  game  furnished  many  thrills,  particularly 
when  LeCain  on  the  full  run  caught  the  ball 
and  tossed  a  clean  basket.     The  summary : — 


January  26,  1917.  Quincy  was  fairly 
swamped  by  Milton  at  the  Cunningham  rink. 
It  was  Quincy's  first  game  and  consequently 
the  team  was  far  outplayed  by  Milton  with 
her  more  finished  team  play.  Pond  with  seven 
goals  featured  for  Milton;  Bennett  played  a 
steady  game  for  Quincy.  The  boys  did  re- 
markably well,  considering  the  adverse  con- 
ditions they  have  been  working  under.  The 
summary : — ■ 
Milton  Quincy 

Hollidge,  rw lw,  E.  Shyne 

Ellsworth,  c c,  Wetmore 

Pond,  r   r,  Rasmussen,  Ewertz 

MacDonald,  lw   rw,  Greer 

Lewis,  cp cp,  Nilsen,  McGerigle 

Doherty,  p   p,  Bennett 

Leatherbee,  g g,  Ewertz,  Rasmussen 

Score,  Milton  12.  Goals,  Pond  7,  Hollidge 
4,  Ellsworth.  Referee,  Dudley.  Timer, 
Neaves.     Time,  20m.  halves. 


ATHLETIC  NOTES 


Captains  for  the  class  basketball  teams  have 
been  elected  as  follows :    Freshmen,  J.  Went- 


THE     GOLDEN-ROD 


worth;  Sophomores,  Hughes:  Juniors,  P.  In- 
nis ;  Seniors,  O'Brien. 

The  juniors  defeated  the  seniors  14  to  11 
and  the  sophomores  defeated  the  freshmen  20 
to  3  on  January  30. 

Hexry  Petersox, 
Athletic  Editor. 


the  only  game  in  this  school  played  for  money. 
This  is  a  gross  misstatement  as  it  implies  that 
our  teams  are  professional.  Our  teams,  in  all 
branches  of  athletics,  are  strictly  amateur,  for 
otherwise  they  would  not  be  allowed  to  rep- 
resent our  school.  Basketball  is  played  only 
for   sport's   sake   as   are   all  our   high   school 


games. 


To    Our   Quincy   High    School  Athletic   En- 
thusiastss 

In  reply  to  the  article  published  in  the  last 
Goldex  Rod,  I  wish  to  expand  my  former  ar- 
guments with  established  statistics  and  also 
rectify  some  of  my  worthy  opponent's 
erroneous  statements. 

First,  however,  I  want  to  compliment  the 
writer  for  the  sportsman-like  spirit  which 
prompted  his  answer  to  the  first  published  ar- 
ticle. Such  an  enthusiastic  spirit,  if  prevalent 
throughout  our  high  school,  would  certainly 
mean  success  to  our  teams. 

Returning  to  the  subject  under  discussion, 
I  will  refute  the  writer's  argument  to  the  ef- 
fect that  hockey  requires  seven  men  and 
basketball  only  five.  From  this  statement  I 
assume  the  writer  wishes  to  show  that  hockey 
gives  an  opportunity  for  two  more  men  to 
play.  However,  in  our  high  school  and  in 
all  high  schools  of  sufficient  size,  there  are  two 
teams  in  basketball.  Both  have  the  same 
schedule  of  games.  This  is  not  customary  in 
hockey  where  the  second  team  players  act  as 
substitutes  only  for  the  first  team. 

My  opponent  also  states  that  basketball  is 


The  writer,  in  conclusion,  states  that  basket- 
ball is  a  game  becoming  less  popular.  Let  us 
see  which  game  predominates  in  popularity  in 
our  high  school.  There  are,  at  present,  eighty- 
one  students  playing  basketball.  Twenty  men 
make  up  the  first  and  second  team  squads. 
There  are  ten  candidates  for  the  senior  class 
team,  eighteen  for  the  junior,  thirteen  for  the 
sophomore  and  twenty  for  the  freshman. 
These  players  make  the  total  of  eighty-one. 
The  hockey  squad  consists  of  ten  men. 

Other  authoritative  statistics  show  that 
there  are  more  high  school  basketball  teams  in 
Massachusetts  today  than  there  have  been  at 
anv  one  time  during  the  last  ten  vears.  At 
present  seven  high  school  basketball  leagues 
flourish  in  Massachusetts,  including  some 
teams  from  Rhode  Island. 

The  collegiate  basketball  teams  have  in- 
creased from  four  to  eight.  Amherst,  "Wil- 
liams, and  "Wesleyan  have  just  formed  a  new 
league. 

In  view  of  these  cold  facts  can  it  truly  be 
stated  that  basketball  is  declining  as  a  popular 
sport  ?  , 

R.  C.  Johxsox,  '17. 


LOSIXG. 

If  you  lose  and  others  lose  with  you, 
Your  loss  is  none  the  less. 

Don't  let  this  thought  console  you, 
"I  did  as  well  as  the  rest." 


If  you  lose,  don't  be  discouraged 

And  lose  all  interest, 
But  try,  and  try  again, 

And  do  vour  level  best. 


If  you  lose,  don't  think  you're  beaten ; 

You've  still  a  chance  to  win. 
The  world  doesn't  think  you're  a  criminal. 

To  lose  is  not  to  sin. 

R.  Faulkxer,  1917. 
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Mr.  Roache — On  what  raw  products  in  the 
West  should  they  have  a  protective  tariff? 
Jenkins,  '17 — Fish. 

i 

Miss  Seymour — What  is  apoplexy? 
Gilliat — Something  that  affects  the  brain. 
"Mutt"  Winslow — I  guess  that   is  what  I 
have. 


We  wonder  why  Nixon  is  always  singing, 
"It's  a  long,  long  way  returning." 

Yes,  Nixon,  it  is  quite  a  distance  from  At- 
lantic. 

Gesmer — The  Emperor  of  Austria  had  one 
of  the  longest  reigns  known  in  history. 
Shaughnessy — How  about  King  Solomon? 

Jokes  may  come,  and  jokes  may  go  but 
Baker  goes  on  forever. 

Mr.  Fague— What  does  "solitary  confine- 
ment" mean? 

Miss  Dawes: — That  is  something  you  have 
never  experienced. 

Voice  from  the  rear — No,  they  haven't 
caught  him  yet. 


We  have  always  wondered  why  the  Fire 
Insurance  is  so  high  on  the  school,  but  after 
looking  at  Treacy,  Walker,  Richmond — . 

Miss  Dawes — What  people  are  known  as 
Beef-eaters? 

"Bill"  Kendall— McNamara. 

Wouldn't  it  be  queer? 

If  Fostello  had  a  "dear"? 

If  Winslow  was  a  bachelor? 

And  Weymouth  was  full  of  cheer? 

Miss  O'Neill — Why  was  the  Manilian  Law 
Cecero's  maiden  speech? 
Junior — Because  he  made  it  before  his  wife. 

Miss  Dawes  (to  McFague  who  has  his  hand 
up  while  Prout  is  reciting)— McFague  put 
your  hand  down ;  I  want  to  see  Prout. 

"Matty"  McMamara  (in  English)— That 
story  shows  that  you  should  look  at  every- 
thing you  see. 

Abele  '19  (translating) — The  enemy  having 
found  a  Few  Fords  proceeded  to  cross  the 
river. 
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Mr.  Roache — Why  has  Quincy  increased  in 
population  during  the  last  ten  years? 
"Bill"  Kendall — Clam-Digging. 

Miss  Cochrane  (to  Ford  who  is  whispering) 
— Ford,  you  are  a  nusiance  like  your  name- 
sake. 

Miss  Dawes — Be  sure  and  put  down  all  the 
movements  on  your  chart. 

Harry  Diamond — I  never  knew  that  you 
could  write  a  movement. 

We  notice  that  A.  Desmond  is  getting  more 
studious  than  ever.  He  studies  four  pages  of 
the  dictionary  every  day. 

Miss  Cochrane — Jenkins,  what  is  the  Mar- 
seillaise ? 

"Jenks" — I  think  that  we  have  one  of  them 
growing  in  our  garden. 

i 

Miss  Taber  (to  Miss  Russell  who  is  whis- 
pering)— Miss  Russell,  you  may  take  this  seat. 

Peterson  walks  up  the  aisle  and  takes  the 
seat. 

Well,  well  "Pete" !  We  know  now,  why  you 
part  your  hair  in  the  middle. 

"Soph"  (translating)- — "Caesar  thought  that 
he  would  withdraw  his  guards." 
Miss  Currie — What  guards  ? 
Lozowick — Shin-guards. 

Miss  Hunter — Can  anyone  give  an  illus- 
tration of  an  inland  country  which  has  not 
played  any  special  part  in  history? 

Heap  '18 — Squantum. 

EXTRACT  FROM  JENKINS' 
SECRETARY'S  REPORT. 

Peterson  as  usual  had  his  foot  in  something. 
This  time  he  had  his  feet  in  the  newly  dis- 
covered lake  (a  leak  from  the  steam-pipe)  in 
Room  23. 

Note — We  come  to  conclusions  that  Jenk- 
ins' statement  must  be  wrong.     For  we  can- 


not see  how  Peterson's  feet  could  find  room 
in  such  a  small  body  of  water.  He  needs  an 
ocean. 

Will  there  ever  be  a  time : — 

When  A.   Baker   surpasses   Caruso? 

When  T.  Maloney  becomes  King  of  Ireland? 

When  I.  Gilliat  becomes  a  tonsorial  artist? 

When  M.  McNamara  rivals  Julian  Eltinge? 

When  H.  Nixon  keeps  away  from  Atlantic? 

Gunning — The  Macedonians  placed  the 
cavalry  on  the  wings. 

Miss  Hunter — Nichols,  for  what  purpose 
was  the  cavalry  placed  on  the  wings? 

Nichols — I  guess  to  catch  horse-flies. 

Miss  O'Neill  is  trying  to  make  a  walking 
Latin  Dictionary  out  of  the  Senior  classes. 
Maybe  she  will  succeed. 

Miss  Seymour — What  was  peculiar  of  Haw- 
thorne's early  life  ? 

Gilliat — He  was  born  young. 

R.  Burgess — What  would  babies  do  without 
eggs  and  milk? 

Shaughnessy — What  would  you  do? 

Mr.  Roache : — WThat  kind  of  emigrants  came 
into  this  country  in  1800? 
R.  Johnson : — Foreign. 

Miss  Seymour: — Who  were  the  great  men 
that  went  to  college  with  Hawthorne? 
Winslow : — Shakespeare. 

Miss  O'Neill  (talking  about  the  Mithrada- 
tic   War)     : — Suppose   the    Germans    should 
massacre  80,000  Americans,  what  would  Unit- 
ed States  do? 

Carlson : — Send  them  a  note. 

Miss  Donovon : — What  would  a  student  do 
first,  who  entered  an  ofhce  looking  for  work 
and  found  the  employer  out? 

"Soph" : — Become  acquainted  with  the 
stenographer. 
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Miss  Zeller : — Class,  give  the  following 
words  in  German.  H.  Nixon,  the  peach; 
Ewertz,  the  hog ;  Higgins,  the  nut. 

Mr.  Roache  (at  the  map  showing  the  divi- 
sions of  Austria-Hungary)  : — That  is  Austria 
and  this  part  is  hungry. 

Miss  Seymour : — Europe  will  be  a  perfect 
harem  after  the  war.  Some  of  you  fellows 
had  better  go  over  to  Europe  and  pick  out  a 
bride. 

Latest  rumors  have  it  that  L.  Beaton,  J. 
LeCain,  and  H.  Diamond  have  started  for 
Europe. 

Room  31 — Some  female  spiders  devour 
those  males  who  are  too  persistent  in  their 
wooing.     Others  eat  up  their  mates. 

"Bill"  Shyne  '17— Me  for  the  bachelor's 
life. 

Say  fellows,  did  you  ever  notice  how  insult- 
ed C.  Hinchon  feels  when  he  is  called  upon  to 
recite  by  Miss  Dawes? 


A  New  Solution 

In  Biology — The  potato  scab  (a  disease) 
will  lower  the  price  of  potatoes. 

Miss  Brooks  (reading  a  notice) — The  Unit- 
ed States  commissioner  of  education  will  lect- 
ure on  Jan.  26,  in  Wollaston  Hall. 

Miss  Bean  '16  (who  has  a  beetle  in  her 
hand) — Isn't  he  supposed  to  have  three  pairs 
of  legs? 

Mr.  Roache  (speaking  of  conservation  of 
natural  water  power) — What  is  another  policy 
of  our  government? 

Sears — Get  on  the  water-wagon. 

Miss  Dawes — What  does  extract  mean? 
Miss  Luke — To  take  something  out. 
Miss  Dawes — Can  any  one  give  me  an  ex- 
ample ? 

(McFague  makes  a  weird  noise). 
Johnson — Yes,  extract  him. 

W.  E.  Mullen,  Joke  Editor 
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&d.  Enters       Visitors  jcqre     O.  B.3   Jcorej  Ccrli  Cheer      /nt^rm^ssion  Tuff  (save Q-B  3.   Wtt?j 


True 


■-u.it    LooK    out       for  the-f 


Those   senior    girls    certainty  can 
Cheer.       r^~^ ~\ 


THE  GIRL  WHO  GRADUATES 

from  the  High  School:  who  hesitates  to  pledge  four  years  to  a  College  Course: 
who,  nevertheless,  desires  to  study,  to  enjoy  college  advantages,  to  cultivate  special 
talents,  to  enrich  her  life  and  her  friendships  —  should  \now  of 

NATIONAL  PARK  SEMINARY 

It  is  a  Junior  College  for  young  women  planned  especially  to  meet  the  needs  of 
High  School  graduates.  Collegiate  and  Vocational  Courses,  Music,  Art,  Domestic 
Science,  Floriculture,  Business  Law,  Travel.  Outdoor  life  a  feature.  Study  of  the 
National  Capitol.     Illustrated  book  of  1  26  pages  free  on  request.     Address 

Secretary  National  Park  Seminary, 
(Suburb  of  Washington,  D.C.)  Forest  Glen,  Maryland. 


JOHNSON'S 
City  Flower  Store 

1361   Hancock  Street 

Has  the  Largest  Assortment  of 

CUT  BLOWERS 

Flowers  Arranged  for  All  Occasions 

Tel.  Con. 

WHEN  FITTING  THE  HOME 

Don't  Forget 
We  Do  a  Good  Job  of 

ELECTRIC  WORK 

At  a  Fair  Price 

Puritan  Electric  Co. 

1516  HANCOCK  ST. 
Telephone 


SUE  RICE 

ijigh  Okato  piatngntptja 


Studio 
1522  Hancock  Street 

Phone  565-W 


."Your   friends    can  buy   anything  you 
can  give  them  except  your  photograph." 

You  Don't  Press  a  Button  Any  More 
But  We  Still  Do  the  Rest 

Expert  workmen,  modern  methods, 
improved  equipment  and  tested  chem- 
icals insure  results. 

Let  us  finish  what  your  Kodak  be- 
gan. 

A.  R.  MACKAY  &  CO. 

Newsdealers 

Cor.  Hancock  St.  and  Billings  Rd. 

NORFOLK  DOWNS 


Y.  M.  C.  A. 

STRONGER  THAN  EVER 

$10,000    ADDITION 

OPEN   DECEMBER    FIRST 


Patronize  the  GOLDEN-ROD  and  our  advertisers 


Ruggles  Real  Estate  Co. 

INSURANCE 

Farms 

City  Property 

Shore  Property 

19  Temple  Street,  Quincy 

Telephones 
Office  93  Residence  652-M 


Compliments   of 


BROWN  CROWELL 


QUINCY   ADAMS 


WILLIAM     TAYLOR 

ALL  THAT  IS  BEAUTIFUL  AND 
DISTINCTIVE    IN     PORTRAITS 

Studio  at    1507  Hancock  St.,  Quincy 


RALPH 
COAL  COMPANY 

33  WESTON  AVENUE 
WOLLASTON 

TEL.  QUINCY  839-W 


The  Dutch  Food  Shop 

Is  still  with  you,  and  remember  the  good 
things   which  can    be   procured   there. 

Cakes,  Doughnuts,  Pies 
Cookies,  Jellies,  Etc. 


BEALE  ST. 


Phone  592 


Bring  Your  Old  Suit  to  Us 

We  Will  Make  It  Look  Like  New 

Suits  Steam  or  Dry  Cleansed  and  Pressed  $1.00 

Suits    Pressed     50c 

Ladies   Suits   Steam  or  Dry  Cleansed $1.75 

Ladies     Suits     Pressed 75c 

QUINCY  TAILORING  CO. 

DAVID  KOTOCH,  Prop. 

1619  Hancock  St.,  near  School  St.,  Quincy,  Mass. 


TUNING 


Specialiston  all  piano  troubles 
Boston  office  10  Bromtield  St. 
Telephone  in  residence. 

13  years  of  factory  experience  and  tuning  instructor  in  Boston 
Conservatory  of  Music.  Recommendations  from  manufacturers, 
dealers,  teachers,  colleges  and  the  musical  profession.  Refers 
to  his  many  patrons,  among  whom  are  Ex-Gov.  Brackett,  Hon. 
Samu'l  W.  McCall,  J.  J.  Martin,  Pres.  Exchange  Trust  Co.,  E. 
Harold  Crosby,  Boston- Post's  Dramatic  Editor  and  Critic, 
Ex-Mayor  Campbell  of  Quincv,  City  Clerk  Crane.  Mrs. 
John  O.  Holden,  Mrs.  W.  H.  Forbes  of  Milton,  Messrs. 
John  Buchanan.  G.  A.  Tripp,  L.  D.  Gurney,  and  many 
other  Quincy  and  Wollaston  people. 

Orders  can  be  left  in  Wollaston  at  either  of  Brook's  drug 
stores;  in  Atlantic  at  Brook's  drug  store;  in  Quincy  at 
Carlson's  periodical  store,  near  depot ;  in  Norfolk  Downs  at 
Mackay's  drug  store. 

FRAMKA.  L  O  CKE 


YOU  WANT  THIS 

You  want  to  look  your  best  at  all 
times. 

We  want  to  offer  you  clothes  clean- 
ing, pressing  and  repairing  service 
that   is    second   to   none. 

Service  that  means  lengthening  the 
life  of  your  apparel. 

THIS  SERVICE  IS  FOR  YOU 

Harry,  The  Tailor 

1466  Hancock  St. 
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Quincy,  Mass. 


W.  H.  PLETSCH 


E.  V.  PLETSCH 


W.  &  E.  P.  Company 

LAWN  MOWER  SHARPENING 

A  SPECIALTY 

Skates  Sharpened  Concaved 

At  20  Cents  a  Pair 

Skate  Straps  and  Keys  For  Sale 

76  and    78  Woodbine   St. 
WOLLASTON,  MASS. 


TEL  CONN 


NEAR  RAILROAD  STATION 


Walsh  Drug  Co. 

THREE  STORES 
We  carry  the  largest  lines  of 

Toilet  Jlrticles 

Camera  Supplies 

in  Norfolk  County 

Prescriptions  are  Our  Specialty 

Try  our  telephone  service.     We  will  call  for  and  return  pre- 
scriptions to  your  home.     Call  nearest  store. 


The  National 
Mount   Wollaston 


Bank 


Weli,  Boys,  After  Trimming  the  Wollaston  A.  A.  to  the  Tune  of  5  to  1 

a  SHOWER,  a  SHAVE,  and  a  HAIR  CUT,  neatly  and 
correctly  done,  will  make  you  feel  bully.  Our  place  is  the 
right  place  for  correct  work  and  appreciative  service. 

SAM  SHELLMAN 

(Central  Square  Barber  Shop) 

1466  HANCOCK  STREET 


HATS  CLEANED 


TAN  SHOES  DYED 


WOLLASTON  SHOE  HOSPITAL 
AND  BOOTBLACK  PARLOR 

By  our  new  machinery  we  are  now  able  to 
do  any  work  in  the  quickest  possible  time. 

Cigars,  Cigarettes,  and  All  Polishes 

THEO.   DUSOPOL 
300  Newport  Ave.  Wollaston,  Mass. 


Compliments    of 

The  Wollaston  Bowling  Alleys 

Norris  Block,  Wollaston 

Alleys  Reserved  Afternoon  and  Evening 
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THE 
QUINCY  DEPARTMENT  STORE 

Complete  line  of  Students' 
and    Teachers'    Furnishings 

1435-1437  Hancock  St. 
Quincy,  Mass. 

BECKFORD  &  LYNCH 

Electrical  Engineers  and  Contractors 

Electric  Wiring  and  Fitting  for 
Incandescent  and  Arc  Lighting 

Motors,  etc.,  etc.  Speaking  Tabes 

3  SAVILLE  STREET,  QUINCY,  Mass. 

Connected  by  Telephone 
Bus.  299-3  Res.  459-2 

J.  G.  Johnston  Company 

Incorporated 

Hattufactutittrj  Utrntitta 

Class  Pins  and  Rings       Medals  and  Cups 

Sudbury  Building  79  Sudbury  St 

Boston,  Mass. 

Phone  3291  Hay. 


MACULLAR  PARKER 
COMPANY 

Give  Special  Attention  to  Clothing  Boys 

and  Young  Men  for  School  and  College. 

Garments  in  Latest  Styles  and  Fabrics. 

Made  in  Workshops  on  the  premises. 

FULL  LINE  OF  FURNISHING  GOODS. 

STETSON  HATS. 

400  Washington  St.         Boston,  Mass. 


mat's  §igljtlatb^t#lf0t! 

Is  a  Place  for  Dutch  Cuts  and 
All  Kinds  of  Barber  Work 

OSCAR  MINOT 

WOLLASTON 

20  Years  Established 


Special  Models  in  Misses'  Corsets  designed 

to  give  correct  natural  support  to 

the  growing  girl 

The  Corset  Shop 

Miss  Sarah  E.  Dunphy 

No.  8  Maple  Street,  Quincy,  Mass. 


MURRAY  &  EMERY  CO. 

^inters  anb  Binbers 


Kendall  Square 


Cambridge 


>ooweta  of  (£000  Qftinga 

Pius  Quick  Intelligent   Service  born  of  a  Desire  to  Please  You 

YOU'LL  ENJOY  SHOPPING  HERE 

D.  E.  WADSWORTH   &  CO. 


CHARLES  C.  HEARN 

We  carry  the  largest  line  of  high 

grade  candies  in  the  city.   Try  us  and 

see. 

QUINCY  SQUARE 


P 
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GEO.   W.  JOHNSON  THOS.  J.  KAVANAUGH 


and  L,inotyper\s 


Commercial,  Society,  Club,  Mercantile, 

Book  and  Pamphlet  Printing 


Nothing  But  the  BEST  at  the  Most  Reasonable  Prices 


12  CENTRE  PLACE,  NEWTON,  MASS. 

TEL.  NEWTON  NORTH  77 
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